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BIOGRAPHICAL, HISTORICAL, AND CRITICAL 


PREFACE 

TO 

THE IDLER. 


The last periodical labour of our literary Her- 
cules, was the Idler. It was written originally 
for a weekly newspaper, entitled the ‘ Univer- 
sal Chronicle, or Weekly Gazette/ in which 
Dr. Johnson was admitted into copartnership 
by Mr. John Newbeby, the proprietor, as a 
consideration for these essays. It would ap- 
pear, also, from a singular advertisement from 
the hand of Johnson, which we shall insert in 
its place, that he received, besides this interest 
in the paper, a compensation of a pecuniary 
nature. Mr. Newbeby distinguished himself 
by the publication of many entertaining vo- 
lumes adapted to the capacities of children, and 
his juvenile library has 'been a great means of 
facilitating early instruction. Dr. Johnson is 
said to have written for him several prefaces 
and introductions, particularly the historical 
advertisement prefixed to his amusing Collec- 
tion of Voyages, entitled the ‘ World Display- 
ed/ Mr. Newbeby was, also, an occasional 
contributor of original matter himself. He died 
in the year 1776. 
xxxnr. b 
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The Universal Chronicle, with the first num- 
ber of the Idler in it — imperium in imperio — 
appeared on Saturday, the 16th of April, 1758. 
It was continued weekly until Saturday, the 5th 
of April, 1760, when the Idler terminated ; and 
with it, for the want of encouragement, accord- 
ing to Mr. Chalmers, the Chronicle. 

The Idler is less substantial, and more elas- 
tic than the Rambler. ‘ It has more variety of 
real life,’ says Mr. Boswell, " and greater faci- 
lity oflanguage. Many ofthese excellent essays 
were written as hastily as an ordinary letter. 
Mr. Langton remembers Johnson, when on a 
visit at Oxford, asking him one evening how 
long itwas till the post went out ; and on being 
told about half an hour, he exclaimed/‘ then we 
shall do very well.’' He upon this instantly sat 
down and finished an Idler, which it was ne- 
cessary should be in London the next day, Mr, 
Langton having signified a wash to read it. 

Sir, ’’said he, ‘‘ you shall not do more than 1 
have done myself.” He then folded it up and 
sent it ofl. Yet there are in the Idler seve- 
ral papers which shew as much prolundity of 
thought, and labour of language, UvS any of 
this great man’s writings. No. 14, Robbery of 
time; No. 24, Thinking; No. 41, Death of a 
friend; No. 43, Flight of time; No. 51, Do- 
mestic greatness unatiaiuublc ; No. 52, S(df- 
denial ; No. 58, Actual, how short of fancied, 
excellence ; No. 89, Physical evil, moral good ; 
and Ms concluding paper on ** The horror of the. 
last/’ will prove this assertion. As the Idler 
tvas written in a newspaper, it sometimes bore 
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the impress of passing events, and was the 
vehicle of occasional politics. But these digres- 
sions from the general plan are both few and 
pardonable. It is also interspersed with ani- 
madversions upon the publications of the day. 

The papers in the Idler amount to one hun- 
dred and three ; of which, ninety are from the 
pen of Johnson, and twelve are the contribu- 
tions of correspondents. The letter in No. 9, 
was communicated by an unknown hand, but 
the closing reflections upon it suflaciently an- 
nounce themselves. 

The Journal of a Junior Fellow, No. 33, which 
Mr. Chalmers terms a piece of genuine hu- 
mdur, was furnished by Mr. Thomas Warton, 
the younger brother of Dr. Joseph Warton, 
who enriched the Adventurer with his ele- 
gant and j udicious criticisms. Dr. Johnson 
scarcely allows it originality, and it possesses 
after all but a moderate share of point. Nos. 93, 
however, and 96, which were supplied by the 
same hand, are conceived with much happiness 
of manner, and may rank with the most standard 
essays. Sam Lofty is said to have had an arche- 
type in real life, not distantly related to the 
author. 

Thomas Warton, says Dr. Aikin^, a dis- 
tinguished poet, and historian of poetry, was 
born at Basingstoke in 1728 1- He manifested 
an early taste for poetical composition ; and an 
ingenious translation . of one of Martial's 

* General Biography. 

t See the account of his brother. Dr. Josb^m Warton, in the 
Pittface to the AnrBKxvRBS. 

b2 
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Epigrams, done by him in his ninth year, is 
said to be still extant. He was educated under 
his father, who kept a school at Basingstoke ; 
and at the age of fifteen, he was admitted a 
commoner of Trinity College, Oxford. Here, 
his talent for poetry was soon made signally con- 
spicuous, by his triumphant answer to Mason^s 
elegy of ^ Isis/ a severe satire upon the dis- 
loyalty of Oxford. He undertook his reply at 
the special request of Dr, Hubdesfoei), the 
president of his college ; and while he success- 
fully vindicated the cause of his own univer- 
sity, turned the tables with an admirable feli- 
city of sarcasm upon her venal and sycophantic 
rival. This piece, which he entitled the " Tri- 
umph of Isis,’ was published witli ^reat ap- 
plause, in 1749 5 but it was excluded afterw^ards 
from his volume of collected poetry. In 1750, 
he contributed to a miscellany, entitled the 
Student, his ^ Progress of Discontent/ 
which exhibits a great fund of humour, and a 
power of familiar description seldom so early 
attained : for it is reported that he had com- 
posed it as a college exercise in 1746, when he 
was only eighteen years of age. At this time 
also, he was admitted to the degree of Master 
of Arts, and in the year following elected to a 
fellowship in his college. 

He now abandoned himself entirely to elegant 
literature and the muses ; and successively gave 
to the world his poem of ^Newmarket/ directed 
against the ruinous passion of the turf; an Ode 
for Music; and Verses on the Death of the 
Prince of Wales. In 1753, he edited a small 
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collection of poems, which he printed at Edin- 
burgh, under the title of the " Union/ and inter- 
spersed with some of his own pieces. But his 
observations upon Spenser’s Fairy Queen, 
published in 1754, in one volume, and to which 
he subsequently added anothei% considerably 
augmented hi>S' literary reputation. ^ The work 
was very popularly received, and in addition 
to the wreath of poetry merited him great critic 
and antiquarian honours. 

Such proofs of extensive and various talent 
did not go long unrewarded ; and in 1757, he 
w^as elevated to the chair of poetry professor at 
Oxford, a post which his father had occupied 
before him with great credit to himself. In this 
office, which he administered for the usual pe- 
riod of ten years, few professors have enjoyed 
more undisputed supremacy; and he displayed 
so much elegance of taste, and such a depth of 
research in his discourses, that his lecture-room 
was constantly crowded with admiring hearers. 
During his poetical incumbency at Oxford, he 
furnished his contributions to the Idler. In 
1758 he exhibited his profound knowledge in 
classical antiquities, in a publication entitled, 

' Inscriptionum Romanarum Metricarum De- 
lectus.’ It is a collection of select Latin epi- 
grams and incriptions, intermingled with some 
imitations by modern hands, five of which are 
from his own pen. In 1760, he supplied a Me- 
moir of the lire of Sir Thomas Pope, for the 
BiographiaBritannica, which he subsequently 
published in a separate foim, with many altera-, 
tions and additions, in 1772 and 1780. This' 
b3 



vi PREFACE TO 

year, also, hewroteahuBioroas quiz upon the 
Oxford Guide, which was extensively circulated 
and caused much merriment. His next per- 
formance, the ‘ Life and Literary Kemains ot Dr. 
Bathurst/ is an esteemed piece of Biography.^ 
The marriage of George III. and the birth of 
the Prince of Wales were next successively ce- 
lebrated, and his verses on these occasions^are 
preserved in the University collection. In 1 7 64,. 
he became the editor of' the ‘ Oxford Sau- 
sage/ and enriched that celebrated miscel- 
lany with several original articles. In 17C6V 
he superintended a new edition of the Antho- 
logy of Cephalus, at the Clarendon-press, 
aiid added greatly to the value of that collection 
by an admirable critical introduction. His edi- 
tion of Theocritus, in two volumes quarto, 
which made its appearance in 1770, not only 
crowned his reputation at home, but extended 
his fame as a commentator and a classic, over all 
the continent. 

Dr. Warton was admitted to the degree of 
Bachelor in Divinity, in 176T ; and about ten 
years afterwards the Earl of Lichfield, while 
he was chancellor of the university, presented 
him to the rectory of Kiddington, in Oxford- 
shire, a living of inconsiderable value. It is not 
known at what time he first began to busy him- 
selfaboiit his great work, the History of English 
Poetry, the first volume of which, in quarto, he 
presented to the public about three years after 
his institution to Kiddington. Probably, his 
attention was directed to that object, during his 
occupation of the poetry-chair at Oxford* A si- 



THE IDLER, Tli 

mikr work is said to have been contemplated by 
Pope, who was notill qualified by taste for such 
an undertaking, but barely possessed the requi- 
site erudition. After him. Gray, in conjunc- 
tion with Mason, entertained the same pro- 
ject, and no one was more competent in every 
sense to carry it into full execution ; but when 
he heard that Warton had actually embarked 
in its accomplishment, he gladly abandoned a 
task which appeared to teem with many formi- 
dable difficulties. In 1778, he brought out a 
second volume of these laborious researches, 
and in 1781, a third. But the work had now 
far exceeded the limits of his original estimate, 
and began to hang heavy upon Ins hands. He 
never executed more than a few sheets of the 
fourth volume, and he saw the completion of 
his design, which was to terminate with the age 
of Anne, yet far in perspective. 

The ^History of English Poetry" is War- 
tone's Herculean labour. It has been objected 
that he dwells too minutely upon its infant 
stages, when the divine art was rather an em- 
bryo, than tangibly existing in this country ; 
and that he has been too lavish in the transcrip- 
tion of old specimens, which antiquity, and not 
talent, has consecrated. But it must be remem- 
bered that the work was projected on an ample, 
plan, and that this seeming disproportion would 
be symmetry in the completed design. Hr. 
Joseph Warton once raised expectations that 
he would continue his brothers ‘ History/ at 
least through the fourth volume ; but he "broke 
the word of promise to our hopes/ Industrious 
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and extensive reading, a most refined taste, 
and extraordinary critical acumen, are display- 
ed ill abundant evidence throughout these vo- 
lumes. It is true, some incorrectnesses have 
been brought to light, and some imperfections 
noted ; as, indeed, 

— Opcre in longo fas est obreperc somnuni : 

but, as apiece of " literary antiquarianism/ a re- 
pository of olden reliqnes, the work is of great 
interest and value. 

After this, Warton’s publications were 
neither numerous nor important. He un- 
dertook a county-history of Oxfordshire, in 
1781, and published a topographical account 
of his own parish as a specimen ; but he found 
it too ponderous and irksome for a continu- 
ance. His pamphlet on the Roivleian Con- 
troversy, which this year agitated the literary 
world, must be mentioned with great jiraise. 
Well qualified as he was, by his intimacy with 
ancient legends, and all the lore and lan- 
guage of eld, to deteraiine such a question, it 
IS almost unnecessary to say that he pro- 
nounced Chatterton to be the fabricator of 
these wonderful forgeries. About this time 
he received an accession to liis income, by the 
presentation to a small donative in Somt‘rset- 
shire; but he never much ambitioned eccle- 
siastical emoluments or honours. In 1785, he 
succeeded Sir William Scott, brother to the 
present Lord Chancellor, in the place of Cam- 
den-Professor of History at Oxforil ; but he 
had scarcely delivered fiis inaugural lecture. 
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when by the express desire of his Majesty, 
on the death of the poet-laureate White- 
HEA0, he was invested with the vacant laureL 

Warton is one of those who have con- 
ferred a dignity upon this ignoble employ- 
ment. He varied the monotony of anniver- 
sary court compliment by retrospective views 
of the splendid periods of English history, and 
the glories of chivalry, and by other topics 
adapted to poetical description, though little 
connected with the proper theme of the day ; 
and though his lyric strains underwent some 
ridicule on that account, they in general en- 
hanced the literary valuation of laureat odes.’ 

The poets of England will rise in their own 
esteem, when this degrading service shall 
cease to set a blot on the fraternity. 

An edition of the juvenile poems of Milton, 
in 1785, was Warton’s last production. Itwas 
enriched with many critical and explanatory 
notices, the illustrations of a luminous per- 
ception and nice inquiry. He meditated si- 
milar editions of the Paradise Regained, and 
the Sampson Agonistes;* but Death, the unre- 
specting intruder, came between him and his 
plans. ^ On Thursday, May 20, 1790, he passed 
the evening in the common-room of his col- 
lege, and was for some time more cheerful 
than usual. Between ten and eleven o’clock 
he was struck with the palsy, and continued 
insensible to his death, which happened the 
next day at two o^clock. On the 27th, his 
remains were interred in Trinity-College 
Chapel, with all the respect due to one who 
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had merited so well of the university, by 
shewing how honourably and profitably to 
literature and mankind a college life may be 
spent 

Thomas Warton was an amiable, but ec- 
centric character, and his manners and exter- 
nal appearance were more uncultivated than 
those of his brother. He had contracted many 
peculiarities in a life of college retirement, 
which did not harmonize with the refinements 
of polished society; and he is even said to 
have preferred low company before that of 
his equals. But he w^as a man of noble prin- 
ciples, and a proud spirit of independence ; 
and as a scholar, a critic, and a poet, he will 
long be remembered with respect, and read 
with pleasure. In the two first of these de- 
partments, he is to be numbered inter primos ; 
but as ^poet, his rank is only secondary. He 
was long the familiar friend of Dr. Johnson 
and Sir Joshua Reynolds, and was a mem- 
ber of the Literary Club established by the 
great Goliath. 

We are now to take some notice of Sir Jo- 
shua Reynolds himself, who has honoured 
the Idler with three contributioms, all on 
subjects connected with his immortal art. 
This elegant scholar and most distinguished 
artist was born at Plympton, in Devonshire, 
on the 16th of July, 1723. His father, the 
Rev. Samuel Reynolds, was master of the 
free-school in that town, and Joshua was the 
youngest of ten children. His taste for draw- 

^ Chalmers. 
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ing was manifested at an early age^ by copy- 
ing the prints in his father’s books; and 
a treatise on the art, entitled the ^Jesuit’s 
Perspective/ happening to fall into his hands, 
he made himself master of it while yet quite a 
boy. Such a passionate propensity indicated 
its own direction ; and his father, determined 
to give him every chance, placed him at seven- 
teen under the tuition of Mr. Hudson, an 
eminent portrait painter in London. H u dson, 
though at the top of his profession, was but an 
indifferent artist, whose chief excellence lay in 
hitting off a lineamental likeness, without any 
pretension to the finer felicities of composition. 

Young Reynolds continued with Hudson 
a few years, applying himself diligently to 
the mechanical and rudimental rules of the 
art ; but, on a sudden disagreement, left him 
abruptly and returned to Devonshire. Here, 
without any determinate plan, he followed the 
bent of hivS own genius for three years, and pro- 
duced many compositions which would not 
discredit his maiurer powers. During this 
time, he was making many friends, both in 
London and Devonshire, in 1749, he accept- 
ed the invitation of Captain, afterwards Lord 
Kefpbl, to accompany him on a cruise in the 
Mediterranean ; and at the close of that year, 
visited Leghorn, Rome, and other of the prin- 
cipal towns of Italy, — residing upon the Pe- 
ninsula nearly three years. He studied the 
works of the great masters by a critical peru- 
sal, and deep meditation upon their beauties; 
and assimilated their conceptions to himself. 
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rather by intuition than imitatioin His mind 
perpetually panted after the but his 

hand disdained to be servile. In 1752^ he 
returned to London, and executed a whole 
length portrait of Captain Kefpel which 
placed him at the head of his profession. 

Mr. Reynolds occupied no intermediate 
station : he rose at once to be the first among the 
English artists, and not only became the first, 
but left all his contemporaries at an immeasura- 
ble distance beneath him. On the institution of 
the Royal Academy of Painting, Sculpture, 
and Architecture, in 1769, Mr. Reynolds was 
unanimously chosen president, and on this oc- 
casion received the honour of knighthood from 
George III. From this chair, which he filled 
with so much honour to himself and advan- 
tage to the rising generation, he delivered an- 
nual and sometimes biennial discourses be- 
fore the academy, elucidating the principles, 
and illustrative of the practice, of painting. 
Of these he pronounced fifteen, during his in- 
cumbency at Somerset-house; the last of 
which was delivered in 1790’^. 


* Much praise, says Mr. Boswell, is due to these excel- 
lent discourses, which arc so universally admired, and for which 
the author received from the Empress of Russia a gold suulT- 
box, adorned with her profile in bas relief ^ set m diamonds , and 
containing what is infinite^ more valuable a slip of paper, otr 
which are written with her Imperial Majesty's own hand the fol- 
lowing words ; ' Pour le Chevalier Jleifnotds cn tt'moignage du con- 
tentement que fai resi>eutie a la lecture ke ses excellem discours stir la 
feintured The word * resseniie/ as it is spelt here, is a violation 
of grammar : it ought to agree with * contenteinent/ which is mas- 
culine, and should consequently he* remntid but whether tlse in- 
accuracy be witli Cathaeike or Boswell, parutfnrfh'tP-“<--Pln, 
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The great emoluments which Sir Joshua 
derived from the exercise of his art, and the 
double circumstance of personal popularity 
blended with pictorial supremacy, enabled him 
to live in a style of the first elegance and 
splendour. He died unmarried, on the 23d of 
bebruary, 1792, of a complaint in the liver, 
which had long been making an unsuspected 
inroad ; having experienced a partial paraly- 
sis about three years before, which deprived 
him of the sight of his left eye. He left a 
large property, which devolved principally to 
a niece married to the Earl of Inchiquin. 

The papers by Sir Joshua Reynolds in 
the Idler, are No. 76, on false criticisms on 
painting; No, 79, on the grand style of paint- 
ing; and No. 82, on the true idea of beauty. 
Of this last, Mr. Boswell informs us that the 
concluding words, ^ and pollute his canvas 
with deformity,^ are Johnson’s. These essays 
were the first literary productions of Sir 
Joshua, and have been subsequently incor- 
porated into his works by Mr. Malone. They 
are a pleasing! earnest of the talent which 
he afterwards developed, and display a lumi- 
nous perception of the principles which can 
alone conduce to pictorial excellence* 

When the first volume of the ^ Discourses to 
the Royal Academy’ appeared in 1778, Mr. 
Boswell tells us that Johnson expressed 
great satisfaction, for he was always accustom- 
ed to consider Reynolds as belonging to his 
literary school. In what light Sir Joshua 
regarded Johnson, will best appear front his 

xxxni. c 
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own language in a discourse intended to he 
pronounced before the academy, but which he 
did not live to complete. He is speaking* of 
his own discourses : ^ Whatever merit they 
have, must be imputed, in a great measure, to 
the education which i may be said to have had 
under Dr. Johnson. I do not mean in say,^ 
though it certainly would be to the credit of 
these discourses, if I could say it with truth, 
that he contributed even a single sentiment to 
them : but he qualified my mind to think 
justly. No man had, like him, the^ faculty of 
teaching inferior minds the art of thinking. 
Perhaps other men might have equal know- 
ledge, but few were so communicative. His 
great pleasure was to talk to those who looked 
up to him. It was here he exhibited his won- 
derful powers. In mixed company, and fre- 
quently m company that ought to have looked 
up to him, many, thinking they had a clun*ac- 
ter for learning to support, couvsidered it as 
beneath them to enlist in the train of his au- 
ditors : and to such persons he certainly did 
not appear to advantage, being often impe- 
tuous and overbearing. The desire of shining 
in conversation was in him indeed a predo- 
minant passion; and if it must be attributed 
to vanity, let it at the same time be recol- 
lected, that it produced that loquaciousness 
from which his more intimate friends derived 
considerable advantage. The observations 
which he made on poetry, on life, and on every 
thing about us, I applied to our art, with what 
success others must judge/ 
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The "Works of Sir Joshua Reynolds/ 
BUperintended by Mr.MALONE,in two volumes 
quarto, made their appearance hi 1797. An ad- 
mirable biographical memoir of the illustrious 
author has been prefixed by the ingenious 
editor. 

No. 67, which contains the Journal of a scho- 
lar, was written by Bennet Langton, Esq* 
of Langton, near Spilsby, in Lincolnshire. Mr. 
Langton was long the familiar and intimate 
friend of Dr. Johnson, and was regarded by 
him with a warm affection. Having read the 
Rambler, while yet a youth, in the country, 
he came to London purposely to seek the ac- 
quaintance of the author who had so delighted 
him. They continued inseparable till death 
divided the connexion. No, 67 is Mr. Lang- 
ton’s only contribution to the Idler, though 
he was so capable, as from this specimen may 
be perceived, of enriching his friend’s collec- 
tion with a fund of desirable things. Mr. 
Langton died on the 18th of December, 1801. 

Of numbers 15, 54, 42, and 98, the authors 
are beyond discovery. They are all superior* 
essays. 

No. 22, on the rigorous Imprisonment of 
Debtors, with many humane remarks, andeven 
striking hints for an Insolvent Act^ was substi- 
tuted on the close of the Idler, it does not 
sufficiently appear why. The cancelled paper, 
which came out in the original series, is ap- 
pended to this volume. It is on the Ratioci- 
nation and communicable Powers of the brute 
creation ; and it is difficult to determine which 
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of these essays is most worthy of the immortal 
moralist. That, in the form of appendix, is a 
sublime satire upon the Savageness of Man. 

Johnson revised his Idlers, as he did his 
R A >i B LE R s and Adventurers, with the great- 
est care. The first and last papers are those 
that were most considerably changed. Mr, 
Boswell notices the remarkable deficiency 
of moflos in this volume, and does not compre- 
hend why that usual trapping of periodical 
papers' is furnished so scantily to the Idler. 
Whether this omission were designed, or acci- 
dental, it is alike unaccountable, for ‘'Johnson 
commended the custom.' Boswell's conjec- 
ture apud Mrs. Piozzi, that he forbore his mot- 
tos, the more effectually to conceal his identity, 
is babyish. Hoiv could Johnson conceal himself, 
is the pertinent inquiry of Mr. Chalmers ? 
Not by forbearing his Latin: his marks were 
too vernacular. 

The great raciness and popularity of the 
lb LEE shaving occasioned them to be frequent- 
ly copied into contemporary prints, without 
any acknowledgment of suen a furtive appro- 
priation, the following singular and most humo- 
rous Caveat from the pen of Johnson deserves 
to be recorded as a curiosity, 

'London, January 5, 1759. Advertise- 
ment. The Proprietors of the paper, entitled 
" The Idler," having found that those essays 
are inserted in the newspapers and magazines 
with so little regard to justice or decency, that 
the Universal Chronicle, in wdiich they first 
appear, is not always mentioned, think it ne- 
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cessary to declare to the publishers of those 
collections, that however patiently they have 
hitherto endured these injuries, made yet more 
injurious by contempt, they have now deter- 
mined to endure them no longer. They have 
already seen essays for which a very large 
price is paid, transferred with the most shame- 
less rapacity, into the weekly or monthly com- 
pilations, and their right, at least for the pre- 
sent, alienated from them, before they could 
themselves be said to enjoy it. But they would 
not willingly be thought to want tenderness 
even for them by whom no tenderness had 
been shewn. The past is without remedy, and 
shall be without resentment. But those who 
have been thus busy with their sickles in the 
fields of their neighbours, are henceforward to 
take notice, that the time of impunity is at an 
end. Whoever shall, without our leave, lay 
the hand of rapine upon our papers, is to ex- 
pect that we shall vindicate our due, by the 
means which justice prescribes, and which are 
warranted by the immemorial prescriptions of 
honourable trade. We shall lay hold, in our 
turn, on their copies, degrade them from the 
pomp of wide margin and diffuse typography, 
contract them into a narrow space, and sell 
them at an humble price ; yet not with a 
view of growing rich by the confiscations, for 
we think not much better of money got by pu- 
nishment than by crimes : we shall, therefore, 
when our losses are repaid, give what profit 
shall remain to the Magda! ens : for we know 
not who can be more properly taxed for the 
xxxin. d 
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support of penitent prostitutes, than prosti- 
tutes ill whom there yet appears neither peni- 
tence nor shame.’ 

We have already observed, that a consider- 
able pecuniary compensation, independent of 
the profits of a co-editor, seem to be pointed 
at in this paper. What effect so extraordinary 
a document produced, we have not the means 
of knowing : but it is more than probable that 
these periodical pirates were not much intimi- 
dated by a threat of reprisals. 
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Vacui sul) luiibrSi 
Lusiinus. — H or. 

Those wKo attempt periodical essays seem to be 
often stopped in the be, 2 :inning’ by the difficulty of 
finding a proper title. Two writers, since the time 
of the Spectator, have assumed his name, witliout 
any pretensions to lawful inheritance ; an effort was 
once made to revive the Tatler ; and the strange ap- 
pellations, by which other papers have been called, 
shew that the authors were distressed, like the na^ 
fives of America, who come to the Europeans to beg 
a name. 

It will be easily believed of the Idler, that if his 
title had required any search, he never would have 
found it. Every mode of life has its conveniences. 
The Idler, who habituates himself to be satisfied 
with what he can most easily obtain, not only escapes 
labours which are often fruitless, but sometimes suc- 
ceeds better than those who despise all that is withiii 
their reach, and think every thing more valuable as 
it is harder to be acquii'cd. 

If similitude of manners be a motive to kindness, 
the Idler may flatter himself with universal patron- 
age. There is no single character under* which such 
numbers are comprised. Every man is, or hopes to 

XXXIII. B 
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be, an Idler. Even those who seciu to diiicr most 
from ns are hastening to incieasc oiir fraternity ; us 
peace is the end of war, so to be idle is tlu' ultimate 
purpose of the busy. 

There is, perhaps, no appellation by which a wu'iter 
can better denote his kindred to the human specit‘s. 
It has been found hard to describe man by an ade- 
quate definition. Some philosophers have called him 
a reasonable animal; but others have considered 
reas(ui as a quality of which many creatures partake. 
He has been lernu'd, likewise, a laughing animal; 
but it IS said that some men have never laughed. 
Perhaps man may be more properly distinguished 
as an idle animal ; for there is no man who is not 
sometimes idle. It is at least a definition from 
•which none that shall find it in this paper can be 
excepted ; for who can be more idle than the reader 
of the Idler ? 

That the definition may he complete, i<lleness 
must be not only the general, but the peculiar cha- 
racteristic of mail ; and, peihaps, man is the only 
being that can properly be called idle, ibat does by 
others wbat he might do himself, or sacrifices duty 
or pleasure to the love of ease. 

Scarcely any name can lie imagined from whit'h 
less envy or competition is to be dreaded. The Idler 
has no rivals or enemies. The man of business for- 
gets him ; the man of enterprise despises him ; and 
though such as tread the same track of lift* fall com- 
monly into jealousy and discord, Idlers aie always 
found to associate in peace; and he w^ho is most 
famed for doing nothing, is glatl to meet anotluT as 
idle as himself. 

What is to be expected from this paper, whether 
it will be uniform or various, learned or femiliar, 
serious or gay, political or moral, continued or in- 
terrupted, it is hoped that no reader will inquire^ 
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That the ililer lias some scheme, cannot be doubted ; 
for to form schemes is the Idler’s privilege. But 
though he has many projects in his head, he is now 
grown sparing of communication, having observed, 
that his hearers are apt to remember what he forgets 
himself; that his tardiness of execution exposes him 
to the ciicroachmenits of those who catch a hint and 
fall to work; and that very specious plans, after long 
contrivance and pompous displays, have subsided in 
weariness without a trial, and without miscarriage 
have been blasted by derision. 

Something the Idler’s character may be supposed 
to promise. Those that are curious after diminutive 
history, who watch the revolutions of families, and 
the rise and fall of characters either male or female, 
will hope to be gratified by this paper ; for the Idler 
is always inquisitive and seldom retentive. He that 
delights in obloquy and satire, and wishes to see 
clouds gathering over any reputation that dazzles 
him with its brightness, will snatch up the Idler’s 
essays with a beating heart. The Idler is naturally 
censorious ; those who attempt nothing themselves, 
think every thing easily performed, and consider the 
unsuccessful always as criminal. 

I think it necessaiy to give notice, that I make no 
contract, nor incur any obligation. If those who 
depend on the Idler for intelligence and entertain- 
ment, should suffer the disappointment which com- 
monly follows ill-placed expectations, they are to lay 
the blame only on themselves. 

Yet hope is not wholly to be cast away. The 
Idler, though sluggish, is yet alive, and may some- 
times be stimulated to vigour and activity. He may 
descend into profoundness, or tower into sublimity; 
for the diligence of an Idler is rapid and impetuous, 
as ponderous bodies forced into velocity move with 
Violence proportionate to their weight. 

B 2 
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But these vehement exertions of intellect cannot 
be frequent, and he will therefore gladly receive help 
from any correspondent, who shall ena])lo him to 
please without his own labour. He excludes no 
style, lie prohibits no subject; only let him that 
writes to the Idler remember, that his letters must 
not be long ; no words are to be squandere<l in de- 
claration of esteem, or confessions of inability ; con- 
scious duincss has little right to be prolix, and praise 
is not so welcome to the idler as quiet. 


W 2. SATURDAY, APRIL 22, 1758. 


Toto vix quater anno 
I\Ieinbranaiu — Hou . 

Ma^sty positions are often on the tongue, and seldom 
in the mind ; there are many truths which every 
human being acknowledges and forgets. It is geiu'- 
rally known, that he wdio expects much will be often 
disappointed; yet disappointment seldom cures us 
of expectation, or has any other eilcct than that of 
producing a moral sentence, or peevish exclamation. 
He that embarks in the voyage of life, will always 
wish to advance rather by the impulse of the wind, 
than the strokes of the oar; and many founder in 
the passage, while they lie waiting for tlie gale that 
is to waft them to their wish. 

It will naturally be suspected that the Idler has 
lately suffered some disappointment, and that he does 
not talk thus gravely for nothing. No man is re- 
quired to betray his own secrets. I will, however, 
confess, that I have now been a wu’iter almost a xveek. 
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and have not yet heard a single word of praise, nor 
received one hint from any correspondent. 

Whence this negligence proceeds I am not able 
to discover. Many of my predecessors have thought 
themselves obliged to return their acknowledgments 
in the second paper, for the kind reception of the 
first; and in a short time apologies have become 
necessary to those ingenious gentlemen and ladies 
whose performances, though in the highest degree 
elegant and learned, have beemmavoidably delayed. 

What then will be thought of me, who, having ex- 
perienced no kindness, have no thanks to return ; 
whom no gentleman or lady has yet enabled to give 
any cause of discontent, and who have, therefore, no 
opportunity of shewing how skilfully I can pacify re- 
sentment, extenuate negligence, or palliate rejection? 

I have long known that splendour of reputation is 
not to be counted among the necessaries of life, and 
therefore shall not much repine if praise be withheld 
till it is better deserved. But surely I may be allowed, 
to complain that, in a nation of authors,motone has 
thought me worthy of notice after so fair an invitation? 

At the time when the rage of writing had seized 
the old and the young, when the cook warbles her 
lyrics in the kitchen, and the thrasher vociferates his 
heroics in the barn ; when our traders deal out know- 
ledge in bulky volumes, and our girls forsake their 
samplers to teach kingdoms wisdom, it may seem 
very unnecessary to draw any more from their pro- 
per occupations, by affording new opportunities of 
literary fame. 

I should be, indeed, unwilling to find that, for the 
sake of corresponding with the Idler, the smith’s iron 
had cooled on the anvil, or the spinster’s distaff 
stood unemployed. I solicit only the contribu- 
tions of those who have already devoted themselves 
to literature, or, without any determinate intention, 
b3 
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wander at large through the expanse of life, and 
wear out the day in hearing at one place what they 
utter at another. 

Of these, a great part are already writers. One 
has a friend in the country upon whom ho exercises 
his powers; whose passions he raises and depresses; 
whose understanding he perplexes with paradoxes, 
or strengthens by argument; whose admiration he 
courts, whose praises be enjoys ; and who serves 
him instead of a senate or a theatre ; as the young 
soldiers m the Roman camp learned the use of their 
weapons by fencing against a post in the place of 
an enemy. 

Another has his pockets filled with essays and 
epigrams, which he reads from house to house, to 
select parties, and which his acquaintances are daily 
entreating him to withhold no longer from the im- 
patience of the public. 

If among these any one is persuaded that, by such 
preludes of composition, he has qualified himself to 
appear in the open world, and is yet afraid of those 
censures which they who have already written, and 
they who cannot write, are equally ready to fulmi- 
nate against public pretenders to fame, he may, by 
transmitting his performances to the Idler, make 
a cheap experiment of his abilities, and enjoy the 
pleasure of success, without the hazard of mis- 
carriage. 

Many advantages not generally known ai ivse from 
this method of stealing on the pulilic. The standing 
author of the paper is always the object of critical 
malignity. Whatever is mean will be iiiqmted to 
him, and whatever is excellent be ascribed to bis as- 
sistants. It does not much alter tire event, that the 
author and his correspondents arc equally unknown ; 
for the autlior, whoever he be, is an individual, of 
whom every reader has some fixed idea, and whom 
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he is, therefore, unwilling to gratify with applause ; 
but the praises given to his correspondents are scat- 
tered in the air, none can tell on whom they wnl 
light, and therefore none are unwilling to bestow 
them. 

He that is known to contribute to a periodical 
work, needs no other caution than not to tell what 
particular pieces are his own ; such secrecy is, in- 
deed, very difficult; but if it can be maintained, it 
is scarcely to be imagined at how small an expense 
he may grow considerable. 

A person of quality, by a single paper, may en- 
gross the honour of a volume. Fame is, indeed, 
dealt with a hand less and less bounteous through 
the subordinate x'anks, till it descends to the pro- 
fessed author, who will find it very difficult to get 
more than he deserves ; but every man who does 
not want it, or who needs not value it, may have 
liberal allowances ; and, for five letters in tlic year 
sent to the Idler, of which perhaps only two arc 
printed, will be promoted to the first rank of writers 
by those who are weary of the present race of wits, 
and wish to sink them into obscurity before the lustre 
of a name not yet known enough to be detested. 


N'^ 3. SATURDAY, APRIL 29, 1758. 


Otia vltfe 

Solarour cantu. — St at. 

It has long been the complaint of those who fre- 
quent the theatres, that all the dramatic art has been 
long exhausted, and that the vicissitudes of fortune, 
and accidents of life, have been shewn in every pos- 
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sible combinatioiiy till the first scene informs us of 
the last, and the play no sooner opens, than every 
auditor knows how it will conclude. When a con- 
spiracy is formed in a tragedy we guess by whom it 
will be detected; when a letter is dropped in a comedy 
we can tell by whom it will be found. Nothing is 
now left for the poet but character and sentiment, 
which are to make their way as they can, without the 
soft anxiety of suspense, or the enlivening agita- 
tion of surprise. 

A new paper lies under the same disadvantages as 
a new play. There is danger lest it be new without 
novelty. My earlier predecessors had their choice 
of vices and follies, and selected such as were most 
likely to raise merriment or attract attention ; they 
had the whole field of life before them, untrodden 
and unsurveyed ; characters of every kind shot up 
in their way, and those of the most luxuriant growth, 
or most conspicuous colours, wmre naturally cropped 
by the first sickle. They that follow are forced to 
peep into neglected corners, to note the casual va- 
rieties of the same species, and to recommend them- 
selves by minute industry, and distinctions too 
subtle for common eyes. 

Sometimes it may happen that the haste or negli- 
gence of the first inquirers has left enough behind 
to reward another search; sometimes new objects 
start up under the eye, and he that is looking for 
one kind of matter, is amply gratified by the disco- 
very of another. But still it must be allowed, that, 
as more is taken, less can remain ; and every truth 
brought newly to light impoverishes the mine, from 
which succeeding intellects are to dig their trea- 
sures - 

Many philosophers imagine that the elements 
themselves maybe in time exhausted; that the sun, 
by shining long, will effuse all its light; and that, by 
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the continued waste of aqueous particles, the whole 
earth will at last become a sandy desert. 

I would not advise my readers to disturb them- 
selves by contriving how they shall live, without light 
and water. For the days of universal thirst and per- 
petual darkness are at a great distance. The ocean 
and the sun will last our time, and we may leave 
posterity to shift for themselves. 

But if the stores of nature are limited, much more 
narrow bounds must be set to the modes of life ; and 
mankind may want a moral or amusing paper, many 
years before they shall be deprived of drink or day- 
light. This want, which to the busy and inventive 
may seem easily remediable by some substitute or 
other, the whole race of Idlers will feel with all the 
sensibility that such torpid animals can suffer. 

When I consider the innumerable multitudes that, 
having no motive of desire, or determination of will, 
lie freezing in perpetual inactivity, till some external 
impulse puts them in motion ; who awake in the 
morning, vacant of thought, with minds gaping for 
the intellectual food, which some kind essayist has 
been accustomed to supply, I am moved by the 
commiseration with which all human beings ought 
to behold the distresses of each other, to try some 
expedients for their relief, and to inquire by what 
methods the listless may be actuated, and the empty 
be replenished. 

There are said to be pleasures in madness knov/ii 
only to madmen. There are certainly miseries in 
idleness which the Idler only can conceive. These 
miseries I have often felt and often bewailed. I 
know by experience how welcome is eveiy avocation 
that summons the thoughts to a new image; and 
how much languor and lassitude are relieved by that 
officiousness which offers a momentary amusement 
to him who is unable to find it for himself. 
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It is naturally indifferent to this race of men what 
entertainment they receive, so they are but enter- 
tained. They catchy with equal eagerness, at amo- 
ral lecture, or the memoirs of a robber; a prediction 
of the appearance of a comet, or the calculation of 
the chances of a lottery. 

They might, therefore, easily be pleased if they 
consulted only their own minds ; but those who will 
not take the trouble to think for themselves, have 
always somebody that thinks for them; and the dif- 
ficulty of wTitmg is to please those from whom othcis 
learn to be pleased. 

Much mischief is done in the wmrld with very little 
interest or design. He that assumes the character 
of a critic, and justifies his claim by perpetual cen- 
sure, imagines that he is hurting none but the au- 
thor, and him he considers as a pestilent animal, 
whom every other being has a right to persecute ; 
little does he think how many harmless men he 
involves in his own guilt, by teaching them to ])e 
noxious without malignity, and to repeat objections 
which they do not understand ; or how many honest 
minds he debars from pleasure, by exciting an arti- 
ficial fastidiousness, and making them too wise to 
concur with their own sensations. He who is taught 
by a critic to dislike that which pleased him in Ins 
natural state, has the same reason to complain of his 
instructor, as the madman to rail at his doctor, who, 
when he thought himself master of Peiu, physicked 
him to poverty. 

If men will struggle against tlmir own advantage, 
they are not to expect that the Idler will take much 
pains upon them ; he has himself to please as well 
as them, and has long learned, or cndeuvourt‘d to 
learn, not to make the pleasure of others too iKVt\s- 
sary to his own* 
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4. SATURDAY, MAY 6, 1758. 


IlavTttc ya' <|>i>y.6E!rxe.— H om. 

Charity, or tenderness for the poor, which is now 
justly considered, by a great part of mankind, as in- 
separable from piety, and in which almost all the 
goodness of the present age consists, is, I think, 
known only to those who enjoy, either immediately 
or by transmission, the light of revelation. 

Those ancient nations who have given ns the wisest 
models of government, and the brightest examples 
of patriotism, whose institutions have been tran- 
scribed by all succeeding legislatures, and whose 
history is studied by every candidate for political or 
military reputation, have left behind them no men- 
tion of alms-houses or hospitals, of places where age 
might repose, or sickness be relieved. 

The Roman emperors, indeed, gave large dona- 
tives to the citizens and soldiers, but these distribu- 
tions were always reckoned rather popular than vh- 
tuous : nothing more was intended than an ostenta- 
tion of liberality, nor was any recompense expected, 
but sulFrages and acclamations. 

Their beneficence was merely occasional; he that 
ceased to need the favour of the people, ceased like- 
wise to court it; and, therefore, no man thought it 
either necessary or wise to make any standing pro- 
vision for the needy, to look forwards to the wants 
of posterity, or to secure successions of charity, for 
successions of distress. 

Compassion is, by some reasoners, on whom the 
name of philosophers has been too easily conferred, 
resolved into an affection merely selfish, an involun- 
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tary perception of pain at the involuntary sip;ht of a 
being- like ourselves languishing in misery. But this 
sensation j if ever it be felt at all from the brute in- 
stinct of uninstructed nature, will only produce 
effects desultory and transient ; it will nevei settle 
into a principle of action, or extend relief to calami- 
ties unseen, in generations not yet in being. 

The devotion of life or fortune to the succour of 
the poor, is a height of virtue to which humanity has 
never risen by Us own power. The charity of the 
Mahometans is a precept which their teacher evi- 
dently transplanted from the doctrines of Cliristian- 
ity ; and the care with which some of the Oriental 
sects attend, as it is said, to the necessities of the 
diseased and indigent, may be added to the other 
arguments which prove Zoroaster to have borrowed 
his institutions from the law of JMoses* 

The present age, though not likely to shine here- 
after among the most splendid periods of history, 
has yet given examples of charity, which may be 
very properly recommended to imitation. The equal 
distribution of wealth, which long commerce has pro- 
duced, does not enable any single hand to raise edi-- 
fices of piety like fortified cities, to appropriate ma- 
nors to religious uses, or deal out such large and 
lasting beneficence as was scattered over the land 
in ancient times, by those who possessed counties or 
provinces. But no sooner is a new species of misery 
brought to view, and a design of relieving it pro- 
fessed, than every hand is open to contribute some- 
thing, every tongue is busied in solicitation; and 
every art of pleasure is employed for a time in the 
interest of virtue* 

The most apparent and pressing miseries incident 
to man, have now their peculiar houses of reception 
and relief ; and there are few among us, raised how- 
ever little above the danger of poverty, who may not 
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justly claim, what is implored by the Mahometans 
in their most ardent benedictions, the prayers of the 
poor. 

Among those actions which the mind can most 
securely review wdth unabated pleasure, is that of 
having contributed to an hospital for the sick. Of 
some kinds of charity the consequences are dubious ; 
some evils which beneficence has been busy to re- 
medy, are not certainly known to be very grievous 
to the sufiferer, or detrimental to the community ; 
but no man can question whether wounds and sick- 
ness are not really painful; whether it be not wor- 
thy of a good man’s care to restore those to ease and 
usefulness, from whose labour infants and women 
expect their bread, and who, by a casual hurt, or 
lingering disease, lie pining in want and anguish 
burdensome to others, and weary of themselves. 

Yet, as the hospitals of the present time subsist 
only by gifts bestowed at pleasure, without any 
solid fund of support, there is danger lest the blaze 
of charity, which now burns with so much heat and 
splendour, should die away for want of lasting fuel ; 
least fashion should suddenly withdraw her smile, 
and inconstancy transfer the public attention to 
something which may appear more eligible, be- 
cause it will be new. 

Whatever is left in the hands of chance must be 
subject to vicissitude ; and when any establishment 
is found to be useful, it ought to be the next care to 
make it permanent. 

But man is a transitory being, and his designs 
must partake of the imperfections of their author. 
To confer duration is not always in our power. We 
must snatch the present moment, and employ it 
well, without too much solicitude for the future, and 
content ourselves with reflecting that our part is 
performed. He that waits for an opportunity to do 
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much at once, may breathe out his life in idle wishes 
and regret, in the last hour, his useless intentions, 
and barren zeal. 

The most active promoters of the present schemes 
of charity, cannot be cleared from some instances of 
misconduct, which may awaken contempt or cen- 
sure, and hasten that neglect which is likely to come 
too soon of itself. The open competitions between 
different hospitals, and the animosity with which 
their patrons oppose one another, may prejudice 
weak minds against them all. For it will not be 
easily believed, that any man can, for good reasons, 
wish to exclude another from doing good. The spi- 
rit of charity can only be continued by a reconcilia- 
tion of these ridiculous feuds; and therefore, instead 
of contentions who shall be the only benefactors to 
the needy, let there be no other struggle than who 
shall be the first. 


N«5. SATURDAY, MAY 13, 1758. 


KttXXof 
'avt ’ ly^im 

’Avr’ aerTfi^ooy aTTaaSiv, — AnaC. 

Oua military operations are at last begun ; ourtroops 
are marching in all the pomp of war, and a camp is 
marked out on the Isle of Wight ; the heart of every 
Englishman now swells with confidence, though 
somewhat softened by generous compassion for the 
consternation and distresses of our enemies. 

This formidable armament, and splendid march, 
produce different effects upon diffeient minds, ac- 
cording to the boundless diversities of temper, occu- 
pation, and habits of thought. 
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Many a tender maiden considers her lover as 
already lost, because he cannot reach the camp but 
by crossing th'e sea ; men of a more political under- 
standing are persuaded that we shall now see, in a 
few days, the ambassadors of France supplicating for 
pity. Some are hoping for a bloody battle, because 
a bloody battle makes a vendible narrative ; some 
are composing songs of victory; some planning 
arches of triumph ; and some are mixing fireworks 
for the celebration of a peace. 

Of all extensive and complicated objects different 
parts are selected by different eyes ; and minds are 
variously affected, as they vary their attention. The 
care of the public is now fixed upon our soldiers, 
who are leaving their native country to wander, none 
can tell how long, in the pathless deserts of the Isle 
of Wight, The tender s*gh for tlieir sufferings, and 
the gay drink to their success. I who look, or be- 
lieve myself to look, with more philosophic eyes on 
human affairs, must confess, that I saw the troops 
march with little emotion ; my thoughts were fixed 
upon other scenes, and the tear stoic into my eyes, 
not for those who were going away, but for those 
who were left behind. 

We have no reason to doubt but our troops will 
proceed with proper caution; there are men among 
them who 'can take care of themselves. But how 
shall the ladies endure without them? By what 
arts can they, who have long had no joy but from 
the civilities of a soldier, now amuse their hours, and 
solace their separation ? 

Of fifty thousand men, now destined to different 
stations, if we allow each to have been occasionally 
necessary only to four women, a short computation 
will inform us, that two hundred thou sandladies arC 
left to languish in distress ; two hundred thousand 
ladies, who must run to sales and auctions without 
c 2 
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an attendant : sit at the play without a critic to 
direct their opinion; buy their fans by their own 
judgment ; dispose shells by their own invention ; 
walk in the Mall without a gallant ; go to the gardens 
without a protector ; and shuffle cards with vain im- 
patience, for want of a fourth to complete thp paity. 

Of these ladies, some, I hope, have lap-dogs, and 
some monkeys ; but they are unsatisfactory compa- 
nions. Many useful offices are performed by men 
of scarlet, to which neither dog noi monkey has 
adequate abilities. A parrot, indeed, is as fine as a 
colonel, and, if he has been much used to good 
company, is not wholly without conversation ; but 
a parrot, after all, is a poor little creature, and has 
neither sword nor shoulder-knot, can neither dance 
nor play at cards. 

Since the soldiers must obey the call of their 
duty, and go to that side of the kingdom which faces 
France, I know not why the ladies, who cannot live 
without them, should not follow them. The preju- 
dices and pride of man have long presumed the 
sword and spindle made for difierent hands, and 
denied the other sex to partake the grandeur of mi- 
litary glory. This notion may be consistently enough 
received in France, where the salique law excludes 
females from the throne ; but we, who allow them to 
be sovereigns, may surely suppose them capable to 
be soldiers. 

It were to be wished that some men, whose expe- 
rience and authority might enforce regard, would 
propose that our encampments for the present year 
should comprise an equal number of men and wo- 
men, who should march and fight in mingled bodies. 
If proper colonels were once appointed, and the 
drums ordered to beat for female volunteers, our re- 
giments would soon be filled without the reproach 
or cruelty of an impress* 



6. IDLEK. 17 

Of these heroines some might serve on foot, under 
the denomination of the Female Biiffs, and some on 
horseback, with the title of Ladi/ Hussars, 

What objections can be made to this scheme I 
have endeavoured maturely to consider, and cannot 
find that a modern soldier has any duties, except 
that of obedience, which a lady cannot perform. ^ If 
the hair has lost its powder, a lady has a puff ; if a 
coat be spotted, a lady has a brush. Strength is of 
less importance since fire-arms have been used ; 
blows of the hand are now seldom exchanged ; and 
what is there to be done in the charge or the retreat 
beyond the powers of a sprightly maiden. 

Our masculine squadrons will not suppose them- 
selves disgraced by their auxiliaries, till they have 
done something which women could not have done. 
The troops of Braddock never saw their enemies, 
and perhaps were defeated by women. If our Ame- 
rican general had headed an army of girls, he might 
still have built a fort and taken it. Had Minorca 
been defended by a female garrison, it might have 
been surrendered, as it was, without a breach; and 
I cannot but think, that seven thousand women 
might have ventured to look at Rochfort, sack a vil- 
lage, rob a vineyard, and return in safety. 


6. kSATURDAY, may 20, 1758, 


Ta/xEioi' a^srng ymaXa, ytjvri. — Ge. Peo. 

The lady who had undertaken to ride on one horse 
a thousand miles, in a thousand hours, has com- 
pleted her journey in little more than two-thirds of 
the time stipulated, and was conducted through the 
c 3 
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last mile with triumphal honours. Acclamation 
shouted before her, and all the flowers of the spring 
were scattered in her way. 

Every heart ought to rejoice when true merit is 
distinguished with public notice. I am far from 
wishing either to the Amazon or her horse any dimi- 
nution of happiness or fame, and cannot but iament 
that they were not more amply and suitably re- 
warded. 

There was once a time when wu’eaths of bays or 
oak were considered as recompenses ecjual to the 
most wearisome labours and terrific dangers, and 
when the miseries of long marches and stormy seas 
were at once driven from the remembrance by the 
fragrance of a garland. 

If this heroine had been born in ancient times, 
she might, perhaps, have been delighted with the 
simplicity of ancient gratitude ; or, if any thing was 
wanting to full satisfaction, she might have supplied 
the deficiency with the hope of deification, and anti- 
cipated the altars that would be raised, and the vows 
that would be made, by future candidates for eipiCvS- 
triaii< glory, to the patroness of the race, and the 
goddess of the stable. 

But fate reserved her for a more enlightened age, 
which has discovered leaves and flowers to be tran- 
sitory things ; which considers profit as the end of 
honour ; and rates the event of every undertaking 
only by the money that is gained or lost. In these 
days, to strew the road with daisies and lilies is to 
mock merit and delude hope. The toyman will not 
give his jewels, nor the mercer measure out his silks 
for vegetable coin. A primrose, tiiough picked up 
under the feet of the most renowned courser, will 
neither be received as a stake at cards, nor procure 
a seat at an opera, nor buy candles for a rout, nor 
Iacc for a livery. And though there are many vir- 
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tuosos, whose sole ambition is to possess something* 
which can be found in no other hand, yet some are 
more accustomed to store their cabinets by theft 
than purchase, and none of them would either steal 
or buy one of the flowers of gratulation till he knows 
that all the rest are totally destroyed. 

Little, therefore, did it avail this wonderful lady 
to be received, however joyfully, with such obsolete 
and barren ceremonies of praise. Had the way been 
covered with guineas, though but for the tenth part 
of the last mile, she would have considered her skill 
and diligence as not wholly lost ; and might have 
rejoiced in the speed and perseverance which had 
left her such superfluity of lime, that she could at 
leisure gather her reward without the danger of 
Atalanta’s miscarriage. 

So much ground could not, indeed, have been 
paved with gold but at a large expense, and we are 
at present engaged in a war, which demands and 
enforces frugality. But common rules are made 
only for common life, and some deviation from ge- 
neral policy maybe allowed in favour of a lady that 
rode a thousand miles, in a thousand hours.- 

Since the spirit of antiquity so much prevails 
amongst us, that even on this gi'eat occasion we have 
given flowers instead of money, let us at l«ast com- 
plete our imitation of the ancients, and endeavour 
to transmit to posterity the memory of that virtue 
which we consider as superior to pecuniary recom- 
pense. Let an equestrian statue of this heroine be 
erected, near the stai ting-post on the heath of New- 
market, to fill kindred souls with emulation, and tell 
the grand-daughters of our grand-daughters what 
an English maiden has once performed. 

As events, however illustrious, are soon obscured 
if they are intrusted to tradition, I think it necessary 
that the pedestal should be inscribed with a concise 
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account of this great performance. The composi- 
tion of this narrative ought not to be committed 
rashly to improper bands. If the rhetoricians of 
Newmarket, who maybe supposed likely to conceive 
in its full strength the dignity of the subject, should 
undertake to express it, there is danger lest they ad- 
mit some phrases wliicli, though well understood at 
present, may be ambiguous in another century. If 
posterity should read on a public monument, that 
the lachi earned her horse a thousand tnlles in a thousand 
hours, they may think that the statue and inscription 
are at variance, because one will represent the horse 
as carrying' his lady, and the other tell that the lady 
canied her horse. 

Some doubts likewise may be raised by specula- 
tists, and some controversies be agitated among bis* 
torians, concerning the motive as well as the manner 
of the action, iis it will be known that this wonder 
was performed in a time of war, some will suppose 
that the lady was frighted by invaders, and fled to 
preserve her life or her chastity ; others will conjec- 
ture that site was thus honoured for some intelli- 
gence carried of the enemy’s designs: some will 
think that she brought news of a victory : others, that 
she was commissioned to tell of a conspiracy; and 
some will congratulate themselves on their acutcr 
penetration, and find, that ail these notions of pa- 
triotism and public spirit are improbable and chime- 
rical ; they will contidently tell, that she only ran 
away from her guardians, and the true causes of her 
speed were, fear and love. 

Let it therefore be carefully mentioned, that by 
this performance she won her wager; and, lost this 
should, by any change in maimers, seem an inade- 
quate or incredible incitement, let it bo added, that 
at this time the original motives of human actions 
had lost their influence ; that the love of praise was 
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extinct; the fear of infamy was become ridiculous; 
and the only wish of an Englishman was, to xcin 
wager. 


7. SATURDAY, MAY 27, 1758. 


One of the principal amusements of the Idler is, to 
read the works of those minute historians the writers 
of news, who, though contemptuously overlooked by 
the composers of bulky volumes, are yet necessary 
in a nation where much wealth produces much lei- 
sure, and one part of the people has nothing to do 
but to observe the lives and fortunes of the other. 

To us, who are regaled every morning and even- 
ing with intelligence, and are supplied from^day to 
day ^^th materials for conversation, it is difficult to 
conceive how man can subsist without a newspaper, 
or to what entertainment companies can assemble 
in those wide regions of the earth that have neither 
Chronicles nor Magazines, neither Gazettes nor Ad- 
vertisers, neither Journals nor Evening Posts. 

There are never great numbers in any nation, 
whose reason or invention can find employment for 
their tongues, who can raise a pleasing discourse 
from their own stock of sentiments and images; and 
those few who have qualified themselves by specu- 
lation for general disquisitions are soon left without 
an audience. The common talk of men must relate 
to facts in which the talkers have, or think they have, 
an interest ; and where such facts cannot be known, 
the pleasures of society will be merely sensual. 
Thus the natives of the Mahometan empires, who 
approach most nearly to European civility, have no 
higher pleasure at their convivial assemblies tban to 
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hear a piper, or gaze upon a tumbler, and no com- 
pany can keep together longer than they are diverted 
by sounds or shows. 

All foreigners remark, that the knowledge of the 
common people of England is greater than that of 
any other vulgar. This superiority we undoubtedly 
owe to the rivulets of intelligence which are conti- 
nually trickling among us, which every one may catch, 
and of which every one partakes. 

This universal diffusion of instruction is, perhaps, 
not wholly without its inconveniences; it ceitainly 
fills the nation with superficial disputants ; enables 
those to talk who were born to work ; and affords in- 
formation sufficient to elate vanity, and stiffen obsti- 
nacy, but too little to enlarge the mind into complete 
skill for full comprehension. 

Whatever is found to gratify the public will be 
multiplied, by the emulation of venders beyond ne- 
cessity or use. This plenty, indeed, produces cheap- 
ness, but cheapness always ends in negligence and 
depravation. 

The compilation of newspapers is often committed 
to narrow and mercenary minds, not qualified for the 
task of delighting or instructing ; who aie content 
to fill their paper, with whatever matter, without in- 
dustry to gather, or discernment to select. 

Thus, journals are daily multiplied without in- 
crease of knowledge. The tale of the morning pa- 
per is told again in the evening, and tlie narratives 
of the evening are bought again in the miirning. 
These repetitions, indeed, waste time, but they do 
not shorten it. The most eager peruser of news is 
tired before he has completed his labour; ami many 
a man, who enters the coffee-house in his night- 
gown and slippers, is called away to hib shop, or 
his dinner, before he has well consideicd the state 
of Europe. 
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It is discovered by Reaumur, that spiders might 
make silk, if they could he persuaded to live in peace 
together. The writers of news, if they could be con- 
federated might give more pleasure to the public. 
The morning and evening authois might divide an 
event between them ; a single action, and that not 
of much importance, might be gradually discovered, 
so as to vary a whole week with joy, anxiety, and 
conjecture. 

We know that a French ship of war was lately 
taken by a ship of England ; but this event was suf- 
fered to burst upon us all at once, and then what we 
knew already was echoed from day to day, and from 
week to week. 

Let us suppose these spiders of literature to spin 
together, and inquire to what an extensive web such 
another event might be regularly drawn, and bow six 
morning and six evening writers might, agree to re- 
tail their articles. 

On Monday Homing the captain of a ship might 
arrive, who left the Friseur of France, and the Bull- 
dog, Captain Grim, in sight of one another, so that 
an engagemient seemed unavoidable. 

Monday Evanng, A sound of cannon was beard 
off Cape Finisterre, supposed to be those of the Bull^ 
dog and Friseur. 

Tuesday Morning, It was this morning reported, 
that the Buil-dog engaged the Friseur, yard-arm 
and yard-arm, three glasses and a half, but was 
obliged to sheer off for want of powder. It is hoped 
that inquiry will be made into this affair in a proper 
place. 

Tuesday Evening, The account of the engagement 
between the Bull-dog and Friseur was premature. * 

Wednesday Moaning, Another express is arrived, 
which brings news, that the Friseur had lost all her 
masts, and three hundred of her men, in the late en- 
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gagement ; aud that Captain Grim is come into har- 
bour much shattered. 

irefbiesdai/ Evening, We hear that the brave Cap- 
tain Grim, having; expended his powder, proposed 
to enter the Friseiir sword in hand ; but that his 
lieutenant, the nephew of a certain nobleman, re- 
monstrated ag’ainst it. 

IViursda]/ Monung, We wait impatiently for a 
full account of the late engagement between the 
Bull-dog and Friseur. 

Tkursdaj/ Etening, It is said the order of the 
Bath will be sent to Captain Grim. 

Friday Morning, A ceitain Lord of the Admiralty 
has been heard to say of a certain captain, that if he 
had done his duty, a certain French ship might have 
been taken. It was not thus that merit was rewarded 
in the days of Cromwell. 

Friday Evening, There is certain information at 
the Admiralty, that the Friseur is taken, after a re- 
sistance of two hours. 

Saturday Morning, A letter from one of the gun- 
ners of the Bull-dog, mentions the taking of the Fri- 
seur, and attributes their success wholly to the bra- 
very and resolution of Captain Grim, who never 
•owed any of his advancement to borough-jobbers, 
or any other corrupters of the people. 

Saturday Evening, Captain Grim arrived at the 
Admiralty, with an account that he engaged the 
Friseur, a ship of equal force with his own, oft' Cape 
Finisterre, and took her, after an obstinate resist- 
ance, having killed one hundred and fifty of the 
French, with the loss of ninety-five of his own men. 
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N« 8. SATURDAY, JUNE 3, 1758, 


^ To THE Idler. 

‘ SIR, 

^ In the time of public danger, it is every man’s duty 
to withdraw his thoughts in some measure from his 
private interest, and employ part of his time for the 
general welfare. National conduct ought to be the 
result of national wisdom, a plan formed by mature 
consideration and diligent selection out of all the 
schemes which may be offered, and all the informa- 
tion which can be procured. 

^ In a battle, every man should fight as if he was the 
single champion; m preparations for war, every man 
should think, as if the last event depended on his 
counsel. None can tell what discoveries are within 
his reach, or how much he may contribute to the 
public safety. 

Full of these considerations, I have carefully re- 
viewed the process of the war, and find, what every 
other man has found, that we have hitheiio added 
nothing to our military reputation : that at one time 
we have been beaten by enemies whom we did not 
see ; and, at another, have avoided the sight of ene- 
mies lest we should he beaten. 

‘ Whether our troops are defective in discipline or 
in courage, is not very useful to inquire ; they evi- 
dently want something necessaiy to success ; and he 
that shall supply that want will deserve well of his 
country. 

‘ To lear7i of an enemy has always been accounted 
politic and honourable; and, therefore, I hope it will 
raise no prejudice against ray project, to nfess 
that I borrowed it from a Frenchman. 

NXXIll, t> 
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^ When the isle of Rhodes was, many centuries ago, 
in the hands of that military order now called the 
Knights of Malta, it was ravaged by a dragon, who 
inhabited a den under a rock, from which he issued 
forth when he was hungry or -wanton, and without 
fear or mercy devoured men and beasts as they came 
in his way. Many councils were held, and many 
devices offered, for his destruction ; but as his back 
was armed with impenetrable scales, none would 
venture to attack him. At last Dudon, a French 
knight, undertook the deliverance of the island. 
From some place of security he took a view of the 
dragon, or, as a modern soldier would say, recon- 
noitred him, and observed that his belly was naked 
and vulnerable. He then returned home to take his 
arrangements ; and, by a very exact imitation of na- 
ture, made a dragon of pasteboard, in the belly of 
which he put beef and mutton, and accustomed two 
sturdy mastiffs to feed themselves by tearing their 
way to the concealed flesh. When liis dogs veie 
well practised in this method of plunder, he marched 
out with them at his heels, and shewed them the 
.dragon ; they rushed upon him in quest of their 
dinner ; Dudon battered his skull, while they lace- 
rated his belly ; and neither his sting nor claws were 
able to defend him. 

^ Something like this might be practised in our pre- 
sent state. Let a fortification be raised on Salisbury- 
plain, resembling Brest, or Toulon, or Paris its<df, 
with all the us>ual preparation for defence : let the 
enclosure be filled with beef and ale ; let the soldiers, 
from some proper eminence, see shirts waving upon 
lines, and here and there a plump landlady hurrying 
about with pots in their hands. When they are 
sufficiently animated to advance, lead them in exact 
order, with fife and drum, to that side whence the 
wind blows, till they come within the scent of roast 
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meat and tobacco. Contrive that they may approach 
the place fasting, about half an hour after dinner- 
time, assure them that there is no danger, and com- 
mand an attack. 

‘ If nobody within either moves or speaks, it is not 
unlikely that they may carry the place by storm ; 
but if a panic should seize them, it will be proper to 
defer the enterprise to a more hungry hour. When 
they have entered, let them fill their bellies and re- 
turn to the camp. 

‘ On the next day let the same place be shewn them 
again, but with some additions of strength or terror. 
I cannot pretend to inform our generals through what 
gradations of danger they should train their men to 
fortitude. They best know what the soldiers and 
what themselves can bear. It will be proper that the 
war should every day vary its appearance. Some- 
times, as they mount the rampart, a cook may throw 
fat upon the fire, to accustom them to a sudden blaze ; 
and sometimes by the clatter of empty pots, they 
maybe inured to formidable noises. But let it never 
be forgotten, that victory must repose with a full belly. 

‘ In time it will be proper to bring our French pri- 
soners from the coast, and place them upon the walls 
in martial order. At their first appearance their 
hands must be tied, but they may be allowed to grin. 
In a month they may guard the place with their 
hands loosed, provided that on pain of death they 
be forbidden to Strike. 

‘ By this method our army will soon be brought to 
look an enemy in the face. But it has been lately 
observed, that fear is received by the ear as well as 
the eyes ; and the Indian war-cry is represented as 
too dreadful to be endured ; as a sound that will force 
the bravest veteran to drop his weapon, and desert 
his rank; that will deafen his ear, and chill his' 
breast ; that will neither suiTer him to hear orders or 

B ^ 
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to feel shame, or retain any sensibility but the dread 
of death. 

« That the savage clamours of naked barbarians 
should thus terrify troops disciplined to war, and 
ranged in array with arms m their hands, is surely 
strange. But 'this is no time to reason. I am of 
opinion, that by a proper mixture of asses, bulls, 
turkeys, geese, and tragedians, a noise might be 
procured equally horrid withthe war-cry. When our 
men have been encouraged by frequent victories, 
nothing will remain but to qualify them for extreme 
danger, by a sudden concert of terrific vociferation, 
When they have endured this last trial, let them be 
led to action, as men who are no longer to be fright- 
ened ; as men who can bear at once the grimaces of 
the Gauls, and the howl of the Americans. 


N«9. SATURDAY, JUNE 10, 1758. 


^ To THE Idler. 

« SIR, 

^ I HAVE read you ; that is a favour few authors can 
boast of having received fiom me besides yourself. 
My intention in telling you of it is to inform you, 
that you have both pleased and angered me. Never 
did writer appear so delightful to me as you did 
when you adopted the name of the Idler. But what 
a falling-off was there when your first production 
was brought to light ! A natural, irresistible attach- 
ment to that favourable passion idlings had led me 
to hope for indulgence from the Idler, but 1 find him 
a stranger to the title. 

^ What rules has he proposed totally to unbrace the 
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slackened nerve ; to shade the heavy eye of inatten- 
tion; to give the smooth feature and the uncon- 
tracted muscle ; or procure insensibility to the whole 
animal composition ? 

^ These were some of the placid blessings I pro- 
mised myself the enjoyment of, when I committed 
violence upon myself by mustering up all my strength 
to set about reading you ; but I am disappointed in 
them all, and the stroke of eleven in the morning is 
still as terrible to me as before, and I find putting 
on my clothes still as painful and laborious. Oh 
that our climate would permit that original naked- 
ness which the thrice happy Indians to this day en- 
joy ! How many unsolicitous hours should I bask 
away, warmed in bed by the sun’s glorious beams, 
could I, like them, tumble from thence in a moment, 
when necessity obliges me to endure the torment of 
getting upon my legs. 

^ But wherefore do I talk to you upon subjects of 
this delicate nature ? you who seem ignorant of the 
inexpressible charms of the elbow-chair, attended 
with a soft stool for the elevation of the feet ! Thus, 
vacant of thought, do I indulge the live-long day. 

' You may define happiness as you please; 1 em- 
brace that opinion which makes it consist in the ab- 
sence of pain. To reflect is pain ; to stir is pain ; 
therefore I never reflect or stir but when I cannot 
help it. Perhaps you will call my scheme of life in- 
dolence, and therefore think the Idler excused from 
taking any notice of me : but I have always looked 
upon indolence and idleness as the same ; and so 
desire you will now and then, while you profess your- 
self of our fraternity, take some notice of me, and 
others in my situation, who think they have a right 
to your assistance ; or relinquish the name. 

‘ You may publish, burn, or destroy this, just as 
you are in the humour; it is ten to one but I forget 
D 3 
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that I wrote it before it reaches you. I believe you 
may find a motto for it in Horace, but I cannot reach 
him without getting out of my chair ; that is a suffi- 
cient reason for my not affixing any. — And being 
obliged to sit upright to ring the bell for ray servant 
to convey this to the penny-post, if I slip the oppor- 
tunity of his being now in the roonij makes me break 
off abruptly.' 


This correspondent, whoever he be, is not to be 
dismissed without some tokens of regard. There is 
no mark more certain of a genuine Idler than un- 
easiness without molestation, and complaint without 
a grievance. 

Yet my gratitude to the contributor of half a pa- 
per shall not wholly overpower my sincerity. 1 
must inform you, that, with all his pretensions, he 
that calls for directions to be idle, is yet but in the 
rudiments of idleness, and has attained neither the 
practice nor theory of wasting life. The true nature 
of idleness he will know in time, by continuing to 
be idle. Virgil tells us of an impetuous and rapid 
being, that acquires strength by motion. The Idler 
acquires weight by lying still. 

The ms wertia, the quality of resisting all ex- 
ternal impulse, is hourly increasing ; the restless and 
troublesome faculties of attention and distinction, 
reflection on the past, and solicitude for the future, 
by a long indulgence of idleness, will, like tapers in 
unelastic air, be gradually extinguished: and the 
officious lover, the vigilant soldier, the busy trader, 
may, by a judicious composure of his mind sink 
into a state approaching to that of brute matter ; in 
winch he shall retain the consciousness of his own 
existence, only by an obtuse languor and drowsy 
discontent. 

This is the lowest stage to which the favourites 
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of idleness can descend; these regions of undeiighted 
quiet can be entered by few. Of those that are pre- 
pared to sink down into their shade, some are roused 
into action by avarice or ambition, some are awak- 
ened by the voice of fame, some allured by the smile 
of beauty, and many withheld by the importunities 
of want. Of all the enemies of idleness, want is the 
most formidable. Fame is soon found to be a sound, 
and love a dream ; avaiice and ambition may be 
justly suspected of privy confederacies with idleness, 
for when they have for a while protected their vota- 
ries, they often deliver them up to end their lives 
under her dominion. Want always struggles against 
idleness, but Want herself is often overcome ; and 
every hour shews the careful observer those who had 
rather live in ease than in plenty. 

So wide is the region of Idleness, and so powerful 
her influence. But she does not immediately confer 
all her gifts. My correspondent, who seems, with 
all his errors, worthy of advice, must be told, that he 
is calling too hastily for the last effusion of total in- 
sensibility. Whatever he may have been taught by' 
unskilful Idlers to believe, labour is necessary in his 
initiation to idleness. He that never labours may 
know the pains of idleness, but not the pleasure. 
The comfort is, that if lie devotes himself to insensi- 
bility, he will daily lengthen the intervals of idleness, 
and shorten those of labour, till at last he will lie 
down to rest, and no longer disturb the world or 
himself by bustle or competition. 

Thus J have endeavoured to give him that infor- 
mation which, perhaps, after all, he did not v ant : 
for a true Idler often calls for that which he knows 
is never to be had, and asks questions which hs 
does not desire ever to be answered. 
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NMO. SATURDAY, JUNE 17, 1758. 


Credulity, or coniidence of opinion too great lor 
the evidence from which opinion is derived, we find 
to be a general weakness imputed by every sect and 
party to all others ; and, indeed, by every man to 
every other man. 

Of all kinds of credulity, the most obstinate and 
wonderful is that of political zealots ; of men, who 
being numbered, they not know how or why, in 
any of the parties that divide a state, resign the 
use of their own eyes and ears, and resolve to believe 
nothing that does not favour those whom they pro- 
fess to follow. 

The bigot of philosophy is seduced by authorities 
which he has not always opportunities to examine, 
is entangled in systems by which truth and falsehood 
are inextricably complicated, or undertakes to talk 
on subjects which nature did not form him able to 
comprehend. 

The Cartesian, who denies that his horse feels the 
spur, or that the hare is afraid when the hounds ap- 
proach her; the disciple of Malbranche, who main- 
tains that the man was not hurt by the bullet, which, 
according to vulgar apprehension, swept away his 
legs ; the follower of Berkeley, who, while he sits 
writing at bis table, declares that he has neither 
table, paper, nor fingers ; have all the honour at 
least of being deceived by fallacies not easily de- 
tected, and may plead that they did not forsake 
truth, but for appearances which they were not able 
to distinguish from it. 

But the man who engages in a^party has seldom 
to do with any thing remote or abstruse. The pre- 
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sent state of things is before his eyes ; and, if he 
cannot be satisfied without retrospection, yet he sel- 
dom extends his views beyond the historical events 
of the last century. All the knowledge that he can 
want is within his attainment, and most of the argu- 
ments which he can hear are within his capacity. 

Yet so it is that an Idler meets every hour of his 
life with men who have different opinions upon 
every thing past, present, and future ; who deny the 
most notorious facts, ciDntradict the most cogent 
truths, and persist in asserting to-day what they 
asserted yesterday, in defiance of evidence, and con- 
tempt of confutation. 

Two of my companions, who arc grown old in 
idleness, are Tom Tempest and Jack Sneaker. Both 
of them consider themselves as neglected by their 
parties, and therefore entitled to credit ; for why 
should they favour ingratitude ? They are both men 
of integrity, where no factious interest is to be pro- 
moted ; and both lovers of truth, when they are not 
heated with political debate. 

Tom Tempest is a steady friend to the house of 
Stiiait. He can recount the prodigies that have 
appeared in the sky, and the calamities that have 
afflicted the nation every year from the Revolution ; 
and is of opinion, that, if the exiled family had con- 
tinued to reign, there would have neither been worms 
in our ships, nor caterpillars in our trees. He won- 
ders that the nation was not awakened by the hard 
frost to a revocation of the true king, and is hourly 
afraid that the whole island will be lost in the sea. 
He believes that King William burned Whitehall that 
he might steal the furniture; and that Tillotson died 
an atheist. Of Queen Anne he speaks with more 
tenderness, owns that she meant well, and can tell 
by whom and why she was poisoned. In the suc- 
icceding reigns all has been corruption, malice, and 
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design* He believes that nothing ill has ever hap- 
pened for these forty years by chance or error ; he 
holds that the battle of Dettingen was won by mis- 
take, and that of Fontenoy lost by contract ; that 
the Victory was sunk by a private order ; that Corn- 
hili was fired by emissaries from the council 5 and 
the arch of Westminster-bridge was so contrived as 
to sink, on purpose that the nation might be put to 
charge. He considers the new road to Islington as 
an encroachment on liberty, and often asserts that 
5road wheels will be the ruin of England. 

Tom is generally vehement and noisy, but never- 
theless has some secrets which he always commu- 
nicates in a whisper. Many and many a time has 
Tom told me, in a corner, that our miseries were al- 
most at an end, and that we should see, m a month, 
another monarch on the throne ; the time elapses 
without a revolution : Tom meets me again with 
new intelligence, the whole scheme is now settled, 
and we shall see great events in another month. 

Jack Sneaker is a hearty adherent to the present 
establishment ; he has known those who saw the bed 
into which the Pretender was conveyed in a warm- 
ing-pan. He often rejoices that the nation was not 
enslaved by the Irish. He believes that King Wil- 
liam never lost a battle, and that if he bad lived one 
year longer he would have conquered France. He 
holds that Charles the First was a Papist. He al- 
lows there were some good men in the reign of 
Queen Anne, but the peace of Utrecht brought a 
blast upon the nation, and has been the cause of all 
the evil that we have suffered to the present hour. 
He believes that the scheme of the South-sea was 
well intended, but that it miscarried by the influence 
of France. He considers a standing army as the 
bulwark of liberty; thinks us secured from corrup- 
tion by septennial parliaments ; relates how we arc' 
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enriched and strengthened by the electoral domi- 
nions^ and declares that the public debt is a blessing 
to the nation. 

Yet, amidst all this prosperity, poor Jack is 
hourly disturbed by the dread of Popery. He won- 
ders that some stricter laws are not made against 
Papists, and is sometimes afraid that they are busy 
with French gold among the bishops and judges. 

He cannot believe that the Nonjurors are so quiet 
for nothing, they must certainly be forming some 
plot for the establishment of Popery ; he does not 
think the present oath sufficiently binding, and 
wishes that some better security could be found for 
the succession of Hanover. He is zealous for the 
naturalization of foreign Protestants, and rejoiced at 
the admission of the Jews fo the English privi- 
leges, because he thought a “Jew would never be 
a Papist 


N« 11. SATURDAY, JUNE 24, 1758. 


It is commonly observed, that when two Englishmen 
meet, their first talk is of the weather ; they are in 
haste^ to tell each other, what each must already 
know, that it is hot or cold, bright or cloudy, windy 
or calm. 

There are, among the numerous lovers of subtil- 
ties and paradoxes, some who derive the civil insti- 
tutions of every country from its climate, who im- 
pute freedom and slavery to the temperature of the 
air, can fix the. meridian of vice and virtue, and tell 
at what degree of latitude we are to expect courage 
or timidity, knowledge or ignorance. 

From these dreams of idle speculation, a slight 



36 


3DLKR. n" IL 

survey of life, and a little knowledge of history, is 
siifiicient to awaken any inquirer, whose ambition ot 
distinction has not overpowered Ins love of tiuth. 
Forms of government are seldom the result of much 
deliberation ; they are framed by chance m popiiky 
assemblies, or in conquered countiies by despotic 
authority. Laws are often occasional, often capri- 
cious, made always by a few, and sometnnes by a 
single voice. Nations have changed their characters ; 
slavery is now no where more patiently endured, 
than in countries once inhabited by the zealots of 
liberty. 

But national customs can arise only from general 
agreement; they are not imposed but chosen, and 
are continued only by the continuance of their cause. 
An Englishman’s notice of the weather^ is the na- 
tural consequence of changeable skies and uncertain 
seasons. In many parts of the world, wet weather 
and dry are regularly expected at certain periods ; 
but in our island every man goes to sleep, unable to 
guess whether he shall behold in the morning a 
bright or cloudy atmosphere, whether his rest shall 
be lulled by a shower, or broken by a tempest. We 
therefore rejoice mutually at good weather, as at an 
escape from something that we feared ; and mutu- 
ally complain of bad, as of the loss of something 
that we hoped. 

Such is the reason of our practice ; and who shall 
treat it with contempt? Surely not the attendant on 
a court, whose business is to watch the looks of a 
being weak and foolish as himself, and whose vanity 
is, to recount the names of men who might drop into 
nothing, and leave no vacuity ; nor the proprietor of 
funds, who stops his acquaintance in the street to 
tell him of the loss of half-a-crown ; nor the inquirer 
after news, who fills his head with foreign events, 
and talks of skirmishes and .sieges, of which no con- 
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sequences will ever reach his hearers or himself. 
The weather is a nobler and more interesting sub- 
ject ; it is the present state of the skies and of the 
earth, on which plenty and famine are suspended, 
on which millions depend for the necessaries of life. 

The weather is frequently mentioned for another 
reason, less honourable to my dear countrymen. Our 
dispositions too frequently change with the colour of 
the sky ; and when we hnd ourselves cheerful and 
good-natured, we naturally pay our acknowledg- 
ments to the powers of sunshine; or, if we sink into 
dulness and peevishness, look round the horizon for 
an excuse, and charge our discontent upon an east- 
erly wind or a cloudy day. 

Surely nothing is more reproachful to a being en- 
dowed with reason, than to resign its powers to the 
influence of the air, and live in dependence on the 
weather and the wind, for the only blessings which 
nature has put into our power, tranquillity and be- 
nevolence. To look up to the sky for the nutriment 
of our bodies, is the condition of nature; to call 
upon the sun for peace and gaiety, to deprecate the 
clouds lest sorrow should overwhelm us, is the 
cowardice of idleness, and idolatry of folly. 

Yet, even in this age of inquiry and knowledge, 
when superstition is driven away, and omens and 
prodigies have lost their terrors, we find this folly 
countenanced by frequent examples. Those that 
laugh at the portentous glare of a comet, and hear 
a crow with equal tranquillity from the right or left, 
will yet talk of times and situations proper for intel- 
lectual performances, will imagine the fancy exalted 
by vernal breezes, and the reason , invigorated by a 
brightcalm. 

If men who have given up themsJelves to fanciful 
credulity, would confine their conceits in their own 
minds, they might regulate tlieir lives by the baro- 

xxxtii. K 
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meter, with inconveDience only to themselves ; but 
to £11 the world with accounts of intellects subject to 
ebb and flow, of one g'enius that awakened in the 
spring, and another that ripened in the autumn, of 
one mind expanded in the summer, and of another 
concentrated in the winter, is no less dangerous than 
to tell children of bugbears and goblins. Fear will 
find every house haunted ; and idleness will wait for 
ever for the moment of illumination. 

This distinction of seasons is produced only by 
imagination operating on luxury. To temperance 
every day is bright, and every hour is propitious to 
diligence. He that shall resolutely excite his facul- 
ties, or exert his virtues, will soon make himself 
superior to the seasons, and may set at defiance the 
morning mist, and the evening damp, the blasts of 
the east, and the clouds of the south. 

it was the boast of the Stoic philosophy, to make 
man unshaken by calamity, and unelated by success; 
incorruptible by pleasure, and invulnerable by pam ; 
these are heights of wisdom which none ever at- 
tained, and to which few can aspire ; but there are 
lower degrees of constancy necessary to common 
virtue ; and every man, however he may distrust 
himself in the extremes of good or evil, might at 
least struggle against the tyranny of the climate, and 
refuse to enslave his virtue or his reason to the most 
variable of all variations, the changes of the weather. 


N" 12. SATURDAY, JULY I, 1758. 


That every man is important in his own eyes, is a 
position of which we all either voluntarily or unwa- 
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rily , at least once an hour confess the truth ; and it 
will unavoidably follow, that every man believes 
himself important to^the public. 

The right which this importance gives us to gene- 
ral notice and visible distinction, is one of those dis- 
putable privileges which we have not always courage 
to assert, and which we, therefore, suffer to lie dor- 
mant, till some elation of mind, or vicissitude of for- 
tune, incites us to declare our pretensions, and en- 
force our demands. And hopeless as the claim of 
vulgar characters may seem to the supercilious and 
severe, there are few who do not at one time or other 
endeavour to step forward beyond their rank, who 
do not make some struggles for fame, and shew that 
they think all other conveniences and delights im- 
perfectly enjoyed without a name. 

To get a name can happen but to few. A name, 
even in the most commercial nation, is one of the 
few things which cannot be bought. It is the free 
gift of mankind, which must be deserved before it 
will be granted, and is at last unwillingly bestowed. 
But this unwillingness only increases desire in him 
who believes his merit sufficient to overcome it. 

There is a particular period of life in which this 
fondness for a name seems principally to predomi- 
nate in both sexes. Scarce any couple comes to- 
gether but the nuptials are declared in the news- 
papers with encomiums on each party^ Many an 
eye, ranging over the page with eager curiosity in 
quest of statesmen and heroes, is stopped by a mar- 
riage celebrated between Mr. Buckram, an eminent 
salesman in Threadneedle-street, and Miss Doily 
Juniper, the only daughter of an eminent distiller of 
the parish of St. Giles’s in the Fields, a young lady 
adorned with every accomplishment that can give 
happiness to the married state. Or we are told 
amidst our impatience for the event of a battle, that 
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on a certain day Mr. Winker, a tide-waiter at Yar- 
mouth, was married to Mrs. Cackle, a widow lady of 
great accomplishments ; and that as soon as the 
ceremony was performed they sat out in a post- 
chaise for Yarmouth. 

Many are the inquiries which such intelligence 
must undoubtedly raise, but nothing in the world is 
lasting. When the reader has contemplated with 
envy, or with gladness, the felicity of Mr. Buckram 
and Mr. Winker, and ransacked liis memory for the 
names of Juniper and Cackle, his attention is diverted 
to other thoughts, by finding that Mirza will not 
cover this season ; or that a spaniel has been lost or 
stolen, that answers to the name of Ranger. ^ 

Whence it arises that on the day of marriage all 
agree to call thus openly for honours, I am not able 
to discover. Some, perhaps, think it kind, by a 
public declaration to put an end to the hopes of ri- 
valry and the fears of jealousy, to let parents know 
that they may set their daughters at liberty whom 
they have locked up for fear of the bridegroom, or 
to dismiss to their counters and their offices the 
amorous youths that had been used to hover round 
the dwelling of the bride. 

These connubial praises may have another cause- 
It may be the intention of the husband and wife to 
dignify themselves in the eyes of each other, and, 
according to their different tempers or expectations, 
to win affection, or enforce respect. 

It was said of the family of Lucas that it was noble, 
for ‘ all the brothers were valiant, and all the sisters 
were virtuous.' What would a stranpr say of the 
English nation, in which, on the day of marriage, all 
the men are eminent and all the women beaiitiful, 
au'omphskedf and nek ? 

How long the wife will be persuaded of the emi- 
nence of her husband, or the husband continue to 
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believe tliat his wife has the qualities required to 
make marriage happy, may reasonably be ques- 
tioned. I am afraid that much time seldom passes 
befoie each is convinced that praises are fallacious, 
and particularly those praises which we confer upon 
ourselves. 

I should, therefore, think that this custom might 
be omitted without any loss to the community ; and 
that the sons and daughters of lanes and alleys 
might go hereafter to the next church, with no wit- 
nesses of their worth or happiness but their parents 
and their friends ; but if they cannot be happy on 
their bridal day without some gratification of their 
vanity, I hope they will be willing to encourage a 
friend of mine who proposes to devote his powers to 
their service. 

Mr. Settle, a man whose eminence was once al- 
lowed by the eminent, and whose accomplishnents 
were confessed by the accomplished, in the latter 
part of a long life supported himself by an uncom- 
mon expedient. He had a standing elegy and epi- 
thalamium, of which only the first and last were 
leaves varied occasionally, and the intermediate 
pages were, by general terms, left applicable alike 
to every character. When any marriage became 
known, Settle ran to the bridegroom with his epi- 
thalamium ; and when he heard of any death, ran 
to the heir with his elegy. 

Who can think himself disgraced by a trade that 
was practised so long by the rival of Dryden, by the 
poet whose Empress of Morocco was played before 
princes by ladies of the court ? 

My friend purposes to open an office in the Fleet 
for matrimonial panegyrics, and will accommodate 
all with praise who think their own powers of ex- 
pression inadequate to their merit. He will sell any 
man or woman the virtue or qualification which is 
E 3 
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most fasliioriJ^blo or most desired; but desires his 
customers to remember, that he sets beauty at the 
highest price, and riches at the next; and, if he be 
well paid, throws in virtue for nothing. 


13. SATURDAY, JULY 8, 1758. 


To THE Idler. 

' BEAR MR. IDLER, 

^ Though few men of prudence are much inclined 
to interpose in disputes between man and wife, who 
commonly make peace at the expense of the arbi - 
trator, yet I will venture to lay before you a con- 
troversy, by which the quiet of my house has been 
long disturbed, and which, unless you can decide it, 
is likely to produce lasting evils, and imbittcr those 
hours which nature seems to have appropriated to 
tenderness and repose. 

' I married a wife with no great fortune, but of a 
family remarkable for domestic prudence, and ele- 
gant frugality. I lived with her at ease, if not with 
happiness, and seldom had any reason of complaint. 
The house was always clean, the servants very active 
and regular, dinner was on the table every day at the 
same minute, and the Jadies of the neighbourhood 
were frightened when I invited their husbands, lest 
their own economy should be less esteemed. 

‘ During this gentle lapse of life my dear brought 
me three daughters. I wished for a son, to continue 
the family ; but my wife often tells me, that boys are 
dirty things, and are always troublesome in a house ; 
and declares that she has hated the sight of them 
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ever since slie saw Lady Fondle's eldest son ride 
over a carpet with his hobby-horse all mire. 

‘ I did not much attend to her opinion, but knew 
that girls could not be made boys ; and therefore 
composed myself to bear what I could not remedy, 
and resolved to bestow that care on my daughters 
to which only the sons are commonly thought en- 
titled. 

‘ But my wife^s notions of education dijffer widely 
from mine. She is an irreconcilable enemy to idle- 
ness, and considers every state of life as idleness, in 
which the hands are not employed, or some art ac- 
quired, by which she thinks money may be got or 
saved. 

‘ In pursuance of this principle, she calls up her 
daughters at a certain hour, and appoints them a 
task of needlework to be performed before breakfast. 
They are confined in a garret, which has its window 
in the roof, both because the work is best done at a 
skylight, and because children are apt to lose time 
by looking about them. 

^ They bring down their work to breakfast, and as 
they deserve are commended or reproved ; they are 
then sent up with a new task till dinner ; if no com- 
pany is expected, their mother sits with them the 
whole afternoon, to direct their operations, and to 
draw patterns, and is sometimes denied to her near- 
est relations, when she is engaged in teaching them 
a new stitch. 

^ By this continual exercise of their diligence, she 
has obtained a very considerable number of laborious 
performances. We have twice as many fire-skreens 
as chimneys, and three flourished quilts for every 
bed. Half the rooms are adorned with a kind of 
sutile pictures, which imitate tapestry. But all their 
work is not set out to show; she has boxes filled 
with knit garters and braided shoes. She has twenty 
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covers for side-saddles embroidered with silver 
flowers, and has curtains wrought with gold m va- 
rious figures, which she resolves some time or other 
to hang up. All these she displays to her company 
whenever she is elate with merit, and eager for 
praise ; and amidst the praises which her friends 
and herself bestow upon her merit, she never fails to 
turn to me, and ask what all these would cost, if I 
had been to buy them. 

‘ I sometimes venture to tell her that many of the 
ornaments are superfluous ; that what is done with 
so much labour might have been supplied by a veiy 
easy purchase ; that the work is not always worth 
the materials ; and that I know not why the children 
should be persecuted with useless tasks, or obliged 
to make shoes that are never worn. She answers 
with a look of contempt, that men never care how 
money goes, and proceeds to tell of a dozen new 
chairs for which she is contriving covers, and of a 
couch which she intends to stand as a monument of 
needlework. 

‘ In the mean time the girls grow up in total ig- 
norance of every thing past, present, and future. 
Molly asked me the other day, whether Ireland was 
in France, and was ordered by her mother to mend 
her hem. Kitty knows not, at sixteen, the diflcr- 
ence between a Protestant and a Papist, because 
she has been employed three years in filling a side 
of a closet with a hanging that is to represent Cran- 
mer in the flames. And Dolly, my eldest girl, is 
now unable to read a chapter in the Bible, iiaviiig 
spent all the time, which other children pass at 
school, in working the interview between Solomon 
and the Queen of Sheba. 

^ About a month ago Tent and Turkey-stitch 
seemed at a stand ; my wife knew not what new 
work to introduce ; I ventured to propose that the 



IDLER. 


N“ 14. 


45 


girls should now learn to read and write, and men- 
tioned the necessity of a little arithmetic ; but, un- 
happily, my wife has discovered that linen wears 
out, and has bought the girls three little wheels, that 
they may spin huckaback, for the servants’ table. I 
remonstrated, that with larger wheels they might 
dispatch in an hour what must now cost them a day ; 
but she told me, with irresistible authority, that any 
business is better than idleness ; that when these 
wheels are set upon a table, with mats under them, 
they will turn without noise and keep the girls up- 
right ; that great wheels are not fit for gentlewomen ; 
and that with these, small as they are, she does not 
doubt but that the three girls, if they are kept close, 
will spin every year as much cloth as would cost 
five pounds if one were to buy it.’ 


14. SATURDAY, JULY 15, 1758. 


When Diogenes received a visit in his tub from 
Alexander the Great, and was asked, according to 
the ancient forms of royal courtesy, what petition he 
had to offer ; ‘ I have nothing,’ said he, ^ to ask, but 
that you would remove to the other side, that you 
may not, by intercepting the sunshine, take from me 
what you cannot give.’ 

Such was the demand ofDiogenes from the greatest 
monarch of the earth, which those, who have less 
power than Alexander, may, with yet more pro- 
priety, apply to themselves. He that does much 
good, may be allowed to do sometimes a little harm. 
But if the opportunities of beneficence be denied by 
fortune, innocence should at least be vigilantly pre- 
served. 
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It is well known that time once past never returns ; 
and that tke moment which is lost, is lost for ever. 
Time, therefore, ought, above all otlier kinds of pro- 
perty, to be free from invasion ; and; yet there is no 
man who does not claim the povrer of wasting that 
time which is the right of others. 

This usurpation is so general, that a very small 
part of the year is spent by choice ; scarcely any 
thing IS done when it is intended, or obtained when 
it is desired. Life is continually ravaged by in- 
vaders ; one steals away an hour, and another a day ; 
one conceals the robbery by hurrying us into busi- 
ness, another by lulling us wnth amusement ; the 
depredation is continued through a thousand vi- 
cissitudes of tumult and tranquillity, till, having lost 
all, we can lose no more. 

This waste of the lives of men lias been very fre- 
quently charged upon the gieat, whose followers 
linger from year to year in expectations, and die at 
last with petitions in their hands. Those who raise 
envy will easily incur censure. I know not whether 
statesmen and patrons do not suffer more reproaches 
than they deserve, and may not rather themselves 
complain, that they are given up a prey to preten- 
sions without merit, and to importunity vdthout 
shame. 

The truth is, that the inconveniences of attend- 
ance are more lamented than felt. To the greater 
number solicitation is its own rewank To be seem 
in good company, to talk of familiarities with men 
of power, to be able to tell the freshest news, to gra- 
tify an inferior circle with predictions of increase or 
decline of favour, and to be regarded as a candidate 
for high offices, are compensations more than equi- 
valent to the delay of favours, whicli, perhaps, lie 
that begs them has hardly confidcnco to expect. 

A man, conspicuous in a high station, who multi- 



IDLER. 


N" 14. 


47 


plies hopes that he n\ay multiply dependants, may 
be considered as a beast of prey, justly dreaded, but 
easily avoided ; his den is known, and they who 
would not bo devoured, need not approach it. The 
great danger of the waste of time is from caterpillars 
and moths, who arc not resisted, because they are 
not feared, and who work on with unheeded mis- 
chiefs, and invisible encroachments. 

He whose rank or merit procures him the notice 
of mankind, must give up himsejf, in a great mea- 
sure, to the convenience or humour of those who 
surround him. Every man who is sick of himself 
will dy to him for relief ; he that wants to speak will 
require him to hear *, and he that wants to hear will 
expect him to speak. Hour passes after hour, the 
noon succeeds to morning, and the evening to noon, 
while a thousand objects are forced upon his atten- 
tion, which he rejects as fast as they are offered, but 
which the custom of the world requires to be received 
with appearance of regard. 

If we will have the kindness of others, we must 
endure their follies. He who cannot persuade him- 
self to withdraw from society, must be content to 
pay a tribute of his time to a multitude of tyrants ; 
to the loiterer, who makes appointments which he 
never keeps ; to the consulter, who asks advice 
which he never takes ; to the boaster, who blusters 
only to be praised ; to the complainer, who whines 
only to be pitied ; to the projector, whose happiness 
is to entertain his friends with expectations which 
all but himself know to be vain ; to the economist, 
who tells of bargains and settlements ; to the politi- 
cian, who predicts the fate of battles and breach of 
alliances ; to the usurer, who compares the different 
funds ; and to the talker, who talks only because he 
loves to be talking. 

To put every man in possession of his own time, 
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and rescue the day from the succession of usurpers, 
is beyond my power, and beyond my hope. Yet, 
perhaps, some stop might be put to this unmerciful 
persecution, if all would seriously reflect, that who- 
eyer pays a visit that is not desired, or talks longer 
than the hearer is willing to attend, is guilty of 
an injury which he cannot repair, and takes away 
that which he cannot give. 


NM5. SATURDAY, JULY ^2, 1758. 


‘To THE Idler. 

^ sm, 

‘ I HAVE the misfortune to be a man of business ; 
that, you will say, is a most grievous one ; but what 
makes it the more so to me is, that my wife has no- 
thing to do ; at least she had too good an education, 
and the prospect of too good a fortune in reversion 
when I married her, to think of employing herself 
either m my shop affairs or the management of my 
family. 

‘ Her time, you know, as well as my own, must be 
filled up sorne way or other. For my part, I have 
enough to mind in weighing my goods out, and wait- 
ing on my customers ; but my wife, though she 
could be of as much use as a shopman to me, if she 
would put her hand to it, is now only in my way. 
She walks all the morning sauntering about the shop, 
with her arms through her poclcet-boles, or stands 
gaping at the door-sill, and looking at every person 
that passes by. She is continually asking me a 
thousand frivolous questions about every customer 
that comes in and goes out ; and all the while that 
I am entering any thing in my day-book,, she is 
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lolling over the counter, and staring at it, as if I was 
only scribbling or drawing figures for her amusement. 
Sometimes, indeed, she will take a needle ; but as 
she always works at the door, or in the middle of 
the shop, she has so many interruptions, that she is 
longer hemming a towel, or darning a stocking, 
than I am in breaking forty loaves of sugar, and 
making it up into pounds. 

^ In the afternoon I am sure, likewise, to have her 
company, except she is called upon by some of her 
acquaintance : and then, as we let out all the upper 
part of our house, and have only a little room back- 
wards for ourselves, they either keep such a chatter- 
ing, or else are calling out every moment to me, that 
I cannot mind my business for them. 

^ My wife, I am sure, might do all the little mat- 
ters our family requires ; and I could wish that she 
would employ herself in tliem; but, instead of that, 
we have a girl to do the work, and look after a little 
boy about two years old, which I may fairly say is 
the mother’s own child. The brat must be humoured 
in every thing: he is, therefore, suffered constantly 
to play in the shop, pull all the goods about, and 
clamber up the shelves to get at the plums and 
sugar. I dare not correct him ; because, if I did, 
I should have wife and maid both upon me at 
once. As to the latter, she is as lazy and sluttish as 
her mistress ; and because she complains she has 
too much work, we can scarcely get her to do any 
thing at all : nay, what is worse than that, I am 
afraid she is hardly honest ; and as she is intrusted 
to buy in all our provisions, the jade, I am sure, 
makes a market-penny out of every article. 

^ But to return to my deary. — The evenings are 
the only time, when it is fine weather, that I am left 
to myself ; for then she generally lakes the child out 
to give it milk in the park. When she comes home 
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again she is so fatigued with walking, that she can- 
not stir from her chair * and it is an hour after shop 
is shut before I can get a bit of supper, while the 
maid is taken up in undressing and putting the child, 
to bed. 

But you will pity me much more when I tell 
you the manner in which we generally pass our Sun- 
days. In the morning she is commonly too ill to 
dress herself to go to church; she, therefore, never 
gets up till noon ; and, what is still more vexatious, 
keeps me in bed with her, when I ought to be busily 
engaged in better employment. It is well if she 
can get her things on by dinner-time ; and when 
that is over, I am sure to be dragged out by her, 
either to Georgia, or Hornsey- wood, or the White- 
Conduit-house. Yet even these near excursions are 
so very fatiguing to her, that, besides what it costs 
me in tea and hot rolls, and syllabubs, and cakes 
for the hoy, I am frequently forced to take a hack- 
ney-coach, or drive them home in a one-horse chair. 
At other times, as my wife is rather of the fattest, 
and a very poor walker, besides bearing her whole 
weight upon my arm, I am obliged to carry the child 
myself. 

‘ Thus, Sir, does she constantly drawl out her 
time without either profit or satisfaction ; and, while 
I see my neighbours’ wives helping in the shop, and 
almost earning as much as their husbands, I have 
the mortification to find that mine is nothing but a 
dead weight upon me. In short, I do not know any 
greater misfortune can happen to a plain hard- 
working tradesman, as I am, than to be joined to 
such a woman, who is rather a clog than a help- 
mate to him. 

I am, Sir, your humble servant, 

Zachary Treacle/ 
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16. SATURDAY, JULY 29, 1758. 


I PAID a visit yesterday to my old friend Ned Drug- 
get, at Iris country lodgings. Ned began trade with 
a very small fortune ; he took a small house in an 
obscure street, and for some years dealt only in rem- 
nants. Knowing that ‘light gains make a heavy 
purse/ he was content with moderate profit ; having 
observed or heard the effects of civility, he bowed 
down to the counter-edge at the entrance and depar- 
ture of every customer, listened without impatience 
to the objections of the ignorant, and refused without 
resentment the offers of the penurious. His only re- 
creation was, to stand at his own door and look into 
the street. His dinner was sent him from a neigh- 
bouring alehouse, and he opened and shut the shop 
at a certain hour with his own hands. 

His reputation soon extended from one end of the 
street to the other, and Mr. Drugget’s exemplary 
conduct was recommended by every master to his 
apprentice, and by every father to his son. Ned was 
not only considered as a thriving trader, but as a 
man of elegance and politeness, for he was remark- 
ably neat in his dress, and would wear his coat 
threadbare without spotting it ; his hat was always 
brushed, his shoes glossy, his wig nicely curled, and 
his stockings without a wrinkle. With such qualifi- 
cations it was not very difficult for him to gam the 
heart of Miss Comfit, the only daughter of Mr. Com- 
fit the confectioner. 

Ned is one of those whose happiness marriage has 
increased. His wife had the same disposition with 
himself; and his method of life was very little 
changed, except that he dismissed the lodgers from 
F 2 
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the first floor, and took the whole house into his 
own hands. 

He had already, by his parsimony, accumulated 
a considerable sum, to which the fortune of his wife 
was now added. From this time he began to grasp 
at greater acquisitions, and was always ready with 
money in his hand, to pick up the refuse of a sale, 
or to buy the stock of a trader who retired from 
business. He soon added his parlour to his shop, 
and was obliged, a few months afterward, to hire a 
warehouse. 

He had now a shop splendidly and copiously fur- 
nished with every thing that time had injured, or 
fashion had degraded, with fragments of tissues, odd 
yards of brocade, vast bales of faded silk, and innu- 
merable boxes of antiquated ribands. His shop was 
soon celebrated through all quarters of the town, and 
frequented by every form of ostentatious poverty. 
Every maid, whose misfortune it was to be taller 
than her lady, matched her gown at Mr. Drugget’s ; 
and many a maiden, who had passed a winter with 
her aunt in London, dazzled the rustics, at her re- 
turn, with cheap finery which Drugget had supplied. 
His shop was often visited in a morning by ladies, 
who left their coaches in the next street, and crept 
through the alley in linen gowns. Drugget knows 
the rank of his customers by their bashfulness ; and 
when he finds them unwilling to be seen, invites 
them up stairs, or retires with them to the back 
window. 

I rejoiced at the increasing prosperity of my 
friend, and imagined, that as he grew rich, he was 
growing happy. His mind has partaken the enlarge- 
ment of his fortune. When I stepped in for the first 
five years, I was welcomed only with a shake of the 
hand ; in the next period of his life he beckoned 
across the way for a pot of beer ; but for six years 
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past he invited me to dinner ; and If he bespeaks 
me tbe day before^ never fails to regale me witlra 
fillet of veal. 

His riches neither made him uncivil nor negligent: 
he rose at the same hour, attended with the same 
assiduity, and bowed with the same gentleness. But 
for some years he has been much inclined to talk of 
tlie fatigues of business, and the confinement of a 
shop, and to wish that he had been so happy as to 
have renewed his uncle's lease of a farm, that he 
might have lived without noise and hurry, in a pure 
air, in the artless society of honest villagers, and 
the contemplation of the works of nature. 

I soon discovered the cause of my friend’s philo- 
sophy. He thought himself grown rich enough to 
have a lodging in the country, like the mercers on 
Ludgate-hill, and was resolved to enjoy himself in 
the decline of life. This was a revolution not to be 
made suddenly. He talked three years of the plea- 
sures of the country, but passed every night over 
his own shop. But at last he resolved to be bappy, 
and hired a lodging in the country, that he may 
steal some hours in the week from business; for, 
says he, ^ when a man advances in life, he loves to 
entertain himself sometimes with his own thoughts.' 

I was invited to this seat of quiet and contempla- 
tion, among those whom Mr. Drugget considers as 
his most reputable friends, and desires to make the 
first witnesses of his elevation to the highest dig- 
nities of a shopkeeper. I found him at Islington, 
in a room which overlooked the high road, amusing 
himself with looking through the window, which tbe 
clouds of dust would not sufier him to open. He 
embraced me, told me I was welcome into the coun- 
try, and asked me if I did not feel myself refreshed. 
He then desired that dinner might be hastened, 
for fresh air always sharpened* his appetite, and or- 
F 3 
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d^red me a toast and a glass of wine after my walk. 
He told me much of the pleasure he found in retire- 
ment, and wondered what had kept him so long out 
of the country. After dinner, company came in, 
and Mr. Drugget again repeated the praises of the 
country, recommended the pleasures of meditation, 
and told them, that he had been all the morning at 
the window, counting the carriages as they passed 
before him. 


17. SATURDAY, AUGUST 5, 1758. 


The rainy weather, which has continued the last 
month, is said to have given great distuibance to the 
inspectors of barometers. The oraculous glasses 
have deceived their votaries ; shower has succeeded 
shower, though they predicted sunshine and dry 
skies ; and by fatal confidence iit these fallacious 
promises, many coats have lost their gloss, and 
many curls have been moistened to flaccidity. 

This is one of the distresses to which mortals sub- 
ject themselves by the pride of speculation. I had 
no part in this learned disappointment, who am con- 
tent to credit my senses, and to believe that rain will 
fall when the air blackens, and that the weather will 
be dry when the sun is bright. My caution indeed 
does not always preserve me from a shower. To be 
wet, may happen to the genuine Idler ; but to be wet 
in opposition to theory, can befal only the Idler that 
pretends to be busy. Of those that spin out life in 
trifles and die without a memorial, many flatter 
themselves with high opinions of their own import- 
ance, and imagine that they are every day adding 
some improvement to human life. To be idle and 
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to be poor, have always been reproaches, and there- 
fore every man endeavours, with his utmost care, to 
hide his poverty from others, and his idleness from 
himself. 

Among those whom I never could persuade to rank 
themselves with Idlers, and who speak with indigna- 
tion of my morning sleeps and nocturnal rambles, 
one passes the day in catching spiders, that he may 
count their eyes with a microscope ; another erects 
his head, and exhibits the dust of a marigold sepa- 
rated from the flower with a dexterity worthy of 
Leeuwenhoeck himself. Some turn the wheel of elec- 
tricity ; some suspend rings to a loadstone, and find 
that what they did yesterday they can do again to- 
day. Some register the changes of the wind, and 
die fully convinced that the wind is changeable. 

There are men yet more profound, vrho have heard 
that two colourless liquors may produce a colour by 
union, and that two cold bodies will grow hot if 
they are mingled ; they mingle them, and produce 
the effect expected, say it is strange, and mingle 
them again. 

The Idlers that sport only with inanimate nature 
may claim some indulgence ; if they are useless, they 
are still innocent: but there are others whom I 
know not how to mention without more emotion 
than my love of quiet willingly admits. Among the 
inferior professors of medical knowledge, is a race of 
wretches, whose lives are only varied % varieties of 
cruelty; whose favourite amusement is, to nail dogs 
to tables and open them alive; to try how long life 
may be continued in various degrees of mutilation, 
or with the excision or laceration of the vital parts ; 
to examine whether burning-irons are felt more 
acutely by the bone or tendon ; and whether the 
more lasting agonies are produced by poison forced 
into the mouth, or injected into the veins. 
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It is not without reluctance that I oftend the sen- 
sibility of the tender mind with imagoes like these. 
If such cruelties were not piactised, it were to be 
desired that they should not be conceived ; but, 
since they are published every day with ostentation, 
let me be allowed once to ineittioii them, since I 
mention them with abhorrence. 

Mead has invidiously remarked of "Woodward, that 
he gathered shells and stones, and would pass for a 
philosopher. With pretensions much less reason- 
able, the anatomical novice tears out the living 
bowels of an animal, and styles himself physician, 
prepares himself by familiar cruelty for that pro- 
fession which he is to exercise upon the tender and 
the helpless, upon feeble bodies and broken minds, 
and by which he has opportunities to extend his 
arts of torture, and continue those experiments upon 
infancy and age, which he has hitherto tried upon 
cats and dogs. 

What is alleged in defence of those hateful prac- 
tices, every one knows ; but the truth is, that by 
knives, fire, and poison, knowledge is not always 
sought, and is very seldom attained. The experi- 
ments that have been tried, are tried again ; he that 
burned an animal wdth irons yesterday, will be will- 
ing to amuse himself with burning another to-mor- 
row. I know not, that by living dissections any dis- 
covery has been made by which a single malady is 
more easily cured. And if the knowledge of physio- 
logy has been somewhat increased, he surely buys 
knowledge dear, who learns the use of the lacteal s at 
the expense of his humanity. It is time that univer- 
sal resentment should arise against those horrid ope- 
rations, which tend to harden the heart, extinguish 
those sensations which give man conMence in man, 
and make the physician more dreadful than the, gout 
or Slone. 
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18. SATURDAY, AUGUST 12, 1758. 


‘ To THE Idler. 

* SIR. 

^ It commonly happens to him who endeavours to 
obtain distinction by ridicule, or censure, that he 
teaches others to practise his own arts against him- 
self ; and that, after a short enjoyment of the ap- 
plause paid to his sagacity, or of the mirth excited 
by his wit, he is doomed to suffer the same severities 
of scrutiny, to hear inquiry detecting his faults, and 
exaggeration sporting with his feelings. 

^ The natural discontent of inferiority will seldom 
fail to operate in some degree of malice against him 
who professes to superintend the conduct of others, 
especially if he seats himself uncalled in the chair 
of judicature, and exercises authority by his own 
commission. 

* You cannot, therefore, wonder that your observa- 
tions on human folly, if they produce laughter at 
one time, awaken criticism at another ; and that 
among the numbers whom you have taught to scoff 
at the retirement of Drugget, there is one who offers 
his apology. 

^ The mistake of your old friend is by no means 
peculiar. The public pleasures of far the greatest 
part of mankind are counterfeit. Very few carry 
their philosophy to places of diversion, or are very 
careful to analyze their enjoyments. The general 
condition of life is so full of misery, that we are glad 
to catch delight without inquiring whence it comes, 
or by what power it is bestowed. 

* The mind is seldom quickened to very vigorous 
operations but by pain, or the dread of pain. We 
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do not disturb ourselves with the detection of falla- 
cies which do us no harm, nor willingly decline a 
pleasing effect to investigate its cause. He that is 
happy, by whatever means, desires nothing but the 
continuance of happiness, and is no more solicitous 
to distribute his sensations into their proper species, 
than the common gazer on the beauties of the spring 
to separate light into its original rays. 

^ Pleasure is therefore seldom such as it appears to 
others, nor often such as we represent it to ourselves. 
Of the ladies that sparkle at a musical performance, 
a very small number has any quick sensibility of har- 
monious sounds. But every one that goes has her 
pleasure* She has the pleasure of wearing fine 
clothes, and of showing them, of outshining those 
whom she suspects to envy her ; she has the pleasure 
of appearing among other ladies in a place whither 
the race of meaner mortals seldom intrudes, and of 
reflecting thaf , in the conversations of the next morn- 
ing, her name will be mentioned among those that 
sat in the first row; she has the pleasure of return- 
ing courtesies, or refusing to return them, of receiv- 
ing compliments with civility, or rejecting them with 
disdain. She has the pleasure of meeting some of 
her acquaintance, of guessing why the rest are ab- 
sent, and of telling them that she saw the opera, on 
pretence of inquiring why they would miss it. She 
has the pleasure of being supposed to be pleased 
with refined amusement, and of hoping to be num- 
bered among the votresses of harmony. She has the 
pleasure of escaping for two hours the superiority 
of a sister, or the control of a husband ; and from 
all these pleasures she concludes, that heavenly 
music is the balm of life. 

^ All assemblies of gaiety are brought together by 
motives of the same kind* The theatre is not filled 
with those that know or regard the skill of the actOK,* 
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nor the ball-room by those who dance, or attend to 
the dancers. To all places of general resort, where 
the standard of pleasure is erecied, we run with equal 
eagerness, or appearance of eagerness, for very dif- 
ferent reasons. One goes that he may say he has 
been there, another because he never misses. This 
man goes to try what he can find, and that to dis- 
cover what others find. Whatever diversion is costly 
will he frequented by those who desire to be thought 
rich ; and whatever has, by any accident, become 
fashionable, easily continues its reputation, because 
every one is ashamed of not partaking it. 

^ To every place of entertainment we go with ex- 
pectation and desire of being pleased; we meet 
others who are brought by the same motives; no 
one will be the first to own the disappointment; one 
face reflects the smile of another, till each believes 
the rest delighted, and endeavours to catch and trans- 
mit the circulating rapture. In time all are deceived 
by the cheat to which ail contribute. The fiction of 
happiness is propagated by every tongue, and con- 
firmed by every look, till at last all profess the joy 
which they do not feel, consent to yield to the ge- 
neral delusion ; and when the voluntary dream is at 
an end, lament that bliss is of so short a duration. 

If Drugget pretended to pleasures of which he 
had no perception, or boasted of one amusement 
where he was indulging another, what did he which 
is not done by all those who read his story? of whom 
some pretend delight in conversation, only because 
they dare not be alone ; some praise the quiet of so- 
litude, because they are envious of sense, and im- 
patient of folly ; and some gratify their pride, by 
writing characters which expose the vanity of life. 

I am, Sir, your humble servant.’ 
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No. 19. SATURDAY, AUGUST 19, 1758. 


Some of those ancient sages that have exercised 
their abilities in the inquiry after the siiprcme good, 
have been of opinion, that the highest degree of 
earthly happiness is quiet ; a calm repose both of 
mind and body, undisturbed by the sight of folly or 
the noise of business, the tumults of public commo- 
tion, or the agitations of private interest ; a state in 
which the mind has no otlier employment, but to ob- 
serve and regulate her own motions, to trace thought 
from thought, combine one image with another, 
raise systems of science, and form theories of virtue. 

To the scheme of these solitary speculatists, it 
has been justly objected, that if they are happy, they 
are happy only by being useless. That mankind is 
one vast republic, where every individual receives 
many benefits from the labours of others, which, by 
labouring in his turn for others, he is obliged to re- 
pay ; and that where the united efforts of all are not 
able to exempt all from misery, none have a right to 
withdraw from their task of vigilance, or to be in- 
dulged in idle wisdom or solitary pleasures. 

It IS common for controvertists, in the heat of dis- 
putation, to add one position to another till they 
reach the extremities of knowledge, where truth and 
falsehood lose their distinction. Their admirers fol- 
low them to the brink of absurdity, and then start 
back from each side towards the middle point. So 
it has happened in this great disquisition. Many 
perceive alike the force of the contrary arguments, 
find quiet shameful, and business dangerous, and 
therefore pass their lives between them, in bustle 
without business, and negligence without quiet. 
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Among tlie principal names of this moderate set 
is that great philosopher Jack Whirler, whose busi- 
ness keeps him in perpetual motion, and whose mo- 
tion always eludes his business ; who is always to 
do what he never does, who cannot stand still be- 
cause he is wanted in another place, and who is 
wanted in many places because he stays in none. 

Jack has more business than he can conveniently 
transact in one house ; he has therefore one habita- 
tion near Bow Church, and another about a mile dis- 
tant. By this ingenious distribution of himself be- 
tween two houses, Jack has contrived to be found at 
neither. Jack's trade is extensive, and he has many 
dealers; his conversation is sprightly, and he has 
many companions ; his disposition is kind, and he 
has many friends. Jack neither forbears pleasure 
for business, nor omits business for pleasure, but is 
equally invisible to his friends and his customers ; 
to him that comes with an invitation to a club, and 
to him that waits to settle an account. 

When you call at his house, his clerk tells you, 
that Mr. Whirler has just stept out, but will be at 
home exactly at two ; you wait at a coffee-house till 
two, and then find that he has been at home, and is 
gone out again, but left word that he should be at the 
Half-moon tavern at seven, where he hopes to meet 
you. At seven you go to the tavern. At eight in 
comes Mr. Whirler, to tell you, that he is glad to see 
you, and only begs leave to run for a few minutes to a 
gentleman that lives near the Exchange, from whom 
he will return before supper can be ready. Away 
he runs to the Exchange, to tell those who are wait- 
ing for him, that he must beg them to defer the 
business till to-morrow, because his time is come at 
the Half-moot), 

Jack's cheerfulness and civility rank him among 
those whose presence never gives pain, and whom all 
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receive with fondness and caresses. He calls often 
on his friends to teil them, that he will come again 
to-morrow ; on the morrow he comes again, to tell 
them how an unexpected summons huirics him 
away. — When he enters a house, his first declara- 
tion is, that he cannot sit down ; and so short are his 
visits, that he seldom appears to have come for any 
other reason but to say, he must go. 

The dogs of Egypt, when thirst brings them to 
the Nile, are said to run as they drink for fear of the 
crocodiles. Jack Whirier always dines at full speed. 
He enters, finds the family at table, sits familiarly 
down, and fills his plate ; but while the first morsel 
is in his mouth, hears the clock strike, and rises ; 
then goes to another house, sits down again, recol- 
lects another engagement ; has only time to taste the 
soup, makes a short excuse to the company, and con- 
tinues through another street his desultory dinner. 

But, overwhelmed as he is with business, his chief 
desire is to have still more. Every new proposal 
takes possession of his thoughts ; he soon balances 
probabilities, engages in the project, brings it almost 
to completion, and then forsakes it for another, 
which h^ catches with some alacrity, urges with the 
same vehemence, and abandons with the same cold- 
ness. 

Every man may be observed to have a certain 
strain of lamentation, some peculiar theme of com- 
plaint on which he dwells m his moments of dejec- 
tion. Jack’s topic of sorrow is his want of time. 
Many an excellent design languishes in empty theory 
for want of time. For the omission of any civilities, 
want of time is his pica to others ; for the neglect of 
any affairs, want of time is his excuse to lumsclf. 
That he wants time he sincerely believes; for he 
once pined away many months with a lingering dis- 
temper, for want of time to attend to his hoallh. 
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Thus Jack Whirler lives in perpetual fatigues with- 
out proportionate advantage, because he does not 
consider that no man can see all with his own eyes, 
or do all with his own hands ; that whoever is en- 
gaged in multiplicity of business, must transact much 
by substitution, and leave something to hazard ; and 
that he who attempts to do all, will waste his life in 
doing little. 


20. SATURDAY, AUGUST 26, 1758. 


There is no crime more infamous than the violation 
of truth. It is apparent that men can be social be- 
ings no longer than they believe each other. When 
speech is employed only as the vehicle of. falsehood, 
every man must disunite himself from others, inhabit 
his own cave, and seek prey only for himself. 

Yet the law of truth, thus sacred and necessary, 
is broken without punishment, without censure, in 
compliance with inveterate prejudice and prevailing 
passions. Men are willing to credit what they wsh, 
and encourage rather those who gratify them with 
pleasures, than those that instruct them with fidelity. 

For this reason every historian discovers his coun- 
try ; and it is impossible to read the difterent ac- 
counts of any great event, without a wish that truth 
had more power over partiality. 

Amidst the joy of my countrymen for the acqui- 
sition of Louisbourg, I could not forbear to consider 
how differently this revolution of American power is 
not only now mentioned by the contending nations, 
but will be represented by the writers of another 
century* 

The English historian will imagine himself barely 
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doing justice to English virtue, when he relates the 
capture of Loiiisbourg in the following manner : — 
The English had hitherto seen, with great in- 
dignation, their attempts baffled, and their foice de- 
fied by an enemy, whom they considered themselves 
as entitled to conquer by the right of prescription, 
and whom many ages of hereditary superiority had 
taught them to despise. Their fleets were more nu- 
merous, and their seamen braver, than those of 
France ; yet they only floated useless on the ocean, 
and the French derided them from their ports. 
Misfortunes, as is usual, produced discontent, the 
people murmured at the ministers, and the ministers 
censured the commanders. 

‘ In the summer of this year, the English began 
to find their success answerable to their cause. A 
fleet and an army were sent to America to dislodge 
the enemies from the settlements which they had so 
perfidiously made, and so insolently maintained, and 
to repress that power which was growing more every 
day by the association of the Indians with whom 
these degenerate Europeans intermarried, and whom 
they secured to their party by presents and promises. 

‘ In the beginning of June the ships of war and 
vessels containing the land-forces appeared before 
Louisboiirg, a place so secure by nature that art was 
almost superfluous, and yet fortified by art as if na- 
ture had left it open. The French boasted that it 
was impregnable, and spoke with scorn of all at- 
tempts that could be made against it. The garrison 
was numerous, the stores equal to the longest siege, 
and their engineers and commanders high in repu- 
tation. The mouth of the harbour was so narrow, 
that three ships within might easily defend it against 
all attacks from the sea. The French had, with 
that caution which cowards borrow from fear, and 
attribute to policy, eluded our fleets, and sent into 
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that port five great ships and six smaller, of ^vliich 
they sunk foiir in the mouth of the passage, having 
raised batteries and ]>osted troops at all the places 
where they thought it possible to make a descent. 
The English, however, had more to diead from the 
roughness of the sea, than from the skill and brave- 
ry of the defendants. Some days passed before the 
surges, which rise very high round that island, 
would suffer them to land. At last their impatience 
could be restrained no longer ; they got possession 
of the shore with little loss by the sea, and with less 
by the enemy. In a few days the artillery was 
landed, the batteries were raised, and the French 
had no other hope than to escape from one post to 
another. A shot from the batteries fired the powder 
in one of their largest ships, the flame spread to the 
two next, and all three were destroyed ; the English 
admiral sent his boats against the two large ships 
yet remaining, took them without resistance, and 
terrified the garrison to an immediate capitulation.’ 

Let us now oppose to this English narrative the 
relation which wall be produced, about the same time, 
by the writer of the age of Louis XV. 

About this time the English admitted to the 
conduct of affairs a man who undertook to save 
from destruction that ferocious and turbulent peo- 
ple, who, from the mean insolence of w'ealthy traders, 
and the lawless confidence of successful robbers, 
were now sunk in despair and stupified with horror. 
He called in the ships which had been dispersed 
over the ocean to guard their merchants, and sent a 
fleet and an army, in w^hich almost the whole strength 
of England was comprised, to s'eciire their posses- 
sions in iVmerica, which were endangered alike by 
the French arms and the French virtue. We had 
taken the English fortosses by force, and gained 
the Indian nations by humanity. The English, 
G 3 
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wherever they come, are sure to have the natives for 
their enemies ; for, the only motive of their settle- 
ments is avarice, and the only consequence of their 
success is oppression. In this war they acted like 
other barbarians, and, with a degree of outrageous 
cruelty, which the gentleness of our manners scarce- 
ly suffers us to conceive, offered rewards by open 
proclamation to those who should bring in the scalps 
of Indian women and children. A trader always 
makes war with the cruelty of a pirate. 

^ They had long looked with envy and with terror 
upon the influence which the French exerted over 
all the northern regions of America by the possession 
of Louisbourg, a place naturally strong, and new 
fortified with some slight outworks. They hoped to 
surprise the garrison unprovided ; but that slug- 
gishness which always defeats their malice, gave us 
time to send supplies, and to station ships for the 
defence of the harbour. They came before Louis- 
bourg in June, and were for some time in doubt 
whether they should land. But the commanders, 
who had lately seen an admiral beheaded for not 
having done what he had not power to do, durst not 
leave the place unassaulted. An Englishman has 
no ardour for honour, nor zeal for duty ; he neither 
values glory nor loves his king, but balances one 
danger with another, and will fight rather than be 
hanged. They therefore landed, but with great 
loss ; their engineers had, in the last war with the 
French, learned something of the military science, 
and made their approaches with sufficient skill ; but 
all their efforts had been without effect, had not a 
ball unfortunately fallen into the powder of one of 
our ships, which communicated the fire to the rest, 
and, by opening the passage of the harbour, obliged 
the garrison to capitulate. Thus was Louisbourg 
lost, and our troops marched out with the admira- 
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tion of their enemies, who durst hardly think them- 
selves masters of the place.’ 


N°2i. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 2, 1758. 


To THE Idler. 

‘ DEAR MR. IDLER. 

^There is a species ofmisery,or of disease, for which 
our language is commonly supposed to be without a 
name, but which I think is emphatically enough de- 
nominated hstlessrms, and which is commonly termed 
a want of something to do. 

‘ Of the unhappiness of this state I do not expect 
all your readers to have an adequate idea. Many 
are overburdened with business, and can imagine 
no comfort but in rest; many have minds so placid, 
as willingly to indulge a voluntary lethargy; or so 
narrow, as easily to be filled to their utmost capacity. 
By these I shall not be understood, and therefore 
cannot be pitied. Those only will sympathize with 
my complaint, whose imagination is active and 
resolution weak, whose desires are ardent, and whose 
choice is delicate; who cannot satisfy themselves 
with standing still, and yet cannot find a motive to 
direct their course. 

I was the second son of a gentleman, whose es- 
tate was barely sufficient to support himself and his 
heir in the dignity of killing game. He therefore 
made use of the interest which the alliances of his 
family afforded him, to procure me a post in the 
army. I passed some years in the most contemp- 
tible of all human stations, that of a soldier in 
time of peace. I wandered with the regiment as the 
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quarters were changed, without opportunity tor 
business, taste for knowledge, or money for plea- 
sure. Wherever I came, I was for some time a 
stranger without curiosity, and afterward an ac- 
quaintance without friendship. Having nothing to 
hope in these places of fortuitous residence, I re- 
signed my conduct to chance ; I had no intention 
to offend, I had no ambition to delight. 

^ I suppose every man is shocked when lie hears 
how frequently soldiers are wishing for war. The 
wish is not always sincere; the greater part are con- 
tent with sleep and lace, and counterfeit an ardour 
which they do not feel ; but those who desire it most 
are neither prompted by malevolence nor patriotism; 
they neither pant for laurels, nor delight in blood ; 
but long to be delivered from the tyranny of idleness, 
and restored to the dignity of active beings. 

^ I never imagined myself to have more courage 
than other men, yet was often involuntarily wishing 
for a war, but of a war at that time I had no pros- 
pect ; and being enabled, by the death of an uncle, 
to live without my pay, I quitted the army, and re- 
solved to regulate my own motions. 

^ I was pleased for a while, with the novelty of 
independence, and imagined that I had now found 
what every man desires. My time was in my own 
power, and my habitation was wherever my choice 
should fix it. I amused myself for two years in pass- 
ing from place to place, and comparing' one con- 
venience With another; but being at last ashamed of 
inquiry, and weary of uncertainty, I purchased a 
housej fipd established my family. 

^ I now expected to begin to be happy, and was 
happy for a short time with that expectation. But 
I soon perceived my spirits to subside, and my iiua- 
gination to grow dark. The gdoom thickened every 
day around me. 1 wondered by what malignant 
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power my peace was blasted, till i discovered at last 
that I had nothing to do. 

Time, with all its celerity, moves slowly to him 
whose w4ole employment is to watch its flight. I 
am forced upon a thousand shifts to enable me to 
endure the tediousness of the day. I rise when I 
can sleep no longer, and take my morning walk; I 
see what I have seen before, and return. I sit 
down and persuade myself that I sit down to think, 
find it impossible to think without a subject, rise up 
to inquire after news, and endeavour to kindle in 
myself an artificial impatience for intelligence of 
events, which will never extend any consequence to 
me, but that a few minutes they abstract me from 
myself. 

^ When I have heard any thing that may gratify 
curiosity, I am busied for a while in running to re- 
late it. I hasten from one place of concourse to 
another, delighted with my own importance, and 
proud to think that I am doing something, though I 
know that another hour would spare my labour. 

^ I had once a round of visits, which I paid very 
regularly ; but I have now tired most of my friends. 
When I have sat down I forget to rise, and have 
more than once overheard one asking another when 
I would be gone. I perceive the company tired, I 
observe the mistress of the family whispering to her 
servants, I find orders given to put off business till 
to-morrow, I see the watches frequently inspected, 
and yet cannot withdraw to the vacuity of solitude, 
or venture myself in my own company. 

' Thus burdensome to myself and others, I forrn 
many schemes of employment which may make my 
life useful or agreeable, and exempt me from the 
ignominy of living by sufferance. This new course 
I have long designed, but have not yet begun. The 
present moment is never proper for the change, but 
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there is always a time in view when all obstacles will 
be removed, and I shall surprise all that know me 
with a new distribution of my time. Twenty years 
have passed since I have I'esolved a complete amend- 
ment, and twenty years have been lost in delays. 
Age is coming upon me ; and I should look back 
with rage and despair upon the waste of life, but 
that I am now beginning in eaimest to begin a 
eformation. I am, Sir, your humble servant, 

Dick Linger.’ 


N" 22. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 16, 1758. 


' To THE Idler. 

^ SIR, 

* As I was passing lately under one of the gates of 
this city, I was struck with horror by a rueful cry 
which summoned me to re7nember the poor debtors, 

^ The wisdom and justice of the English laws 
are, by Englishmen at least, loudly celebrated : but 
scarcely the most zealous admireis of our institu- 
tions can think that law wise, which, when men are 
capable of work, obliges them to beg ; or just, which 
exposes the liberty of one to the passions of another. 

The prosperity of a people is proportionate to the 
number of hands and minds usefully employed. ^ To 
the community sedition is a fever, conuption is a 
gangrene, and idleness is an atrophy. Whatever 
body, and whatever society wastes more than it ac- 
quires, must gradually decay ; and every being that 
continues to be fed, and ceases to labour, takes 
away something from the public stock. 

^ The confinement, therefore, of any man in the 
sloth and darkness of a prison, is a loss to the 
nation, and no gain to the creditor. For of the mul- 
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titudes who ate pining in those cells of misery, a 
very small part is suspected of any fraudulent act by 
which they retain what belongs to others. The rest 
are imprisoned by the wantonness of pride, the ma- 
lignity of revenge, or the acrimony of disappointed 
expectation. 

^ If those, who thus rigorously exercise the power 
which the law has put into their hands, be asked, 
why they continue to imprison those whom they 
know to be unable to pay them? one will answer, 
that his debtor once lived better than himself ; an- 
other, that his wife looked above her neighbours, 
and his children went in silk clothes to the dancing- 
school ; and another, that he pretended to be a joker 
and a wit. Some will reply, that if they were in 
debt, they should meet with the same ti'eatment ; 
some, that they owe no more than they can pay, 
and need therefore give no account of their actions. 
Some will confess their resolution that their debtors 
shall rot in jail; and some will discovei% that they 
hope, by cruelty, to wring the payment from their 
friends. 

‘ The end of all civil regulations is, to secure pri- 
vate happiness from private malignity ; to keep indi- 
viduals from the power of one another ; but this end 
is apparently neglected, when a man, irritated with 
lass, is allowed to be the judge of his own cause, and 
to assign the punishment of his own pain ; when the 
distinction between guilt and happiness, between ca- 
sualty and design, is intrusted to eyes blind with in- 
terest, to understandings depraved by resentment. 

^ Since poverty is punished among us as a crime, 
it ought at least to be treated with the same lenity 
as other crimes : the offender ought not to languish 
at the will of him whom he has offended, but to be 
allowed some appeal to the justice of his country 
lliere con be no reason wby any debtor should be 
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imprisoned, but that he may be compelled to pay- 
ment; and a term should therefore be fixed, in which 
the creditor should exhibit his accusation of con- 
cealed property. If such property can be discovered, 
let it be given to the creditor; if the charge is not 
offered, or cannot be proved, let the prisoner be dis- 
missed. 

‘ Those who made the laws have apparently sup- 
posed, that every deficiency of payment is the crime 
of the debtor. But the truth is, that the creditor 
always shares the act, and often more than shares 
the guilt, of improper trust. It seldom happens that 
any man imprisons another but for debts which he 
suffered to be contracted m hope of advantage to 
himself, and for bargains in which he proportioned 
Ills profit to his own opinion of the hazard ; and 
there is no reason why one should punish the other 
for a contract in which both concuired. 

^ Many of the inhabitants of prisons may justly 
complain of harder treatment. He that once owes 
more than he can pay, is often obliged to bribe bis 
creditor to patience, by increasing his debt. Worse 
and worse commodities, at a higher and higher price, 
are forced upon him ; he is impoverished by com- 
pulsive traffic, and at last overwhelmed, in the com- 
mon receptacles of misery, by debts, which without 
his own consent, were accumulated on his head. 
To the relief of this distress, no other objection can 
be made, but that by an easy dissolution of debts, 
fraud will be left without punishment, and impru- 
dence without awe ; and that when insolvency should 
be no longer punishable, credit will cease. 

^ The motive to credit, is the hope of advantage* 
Commerce can never be at a stop, while one mp 
wants what another can supply ; and credit will 
never be denied, while it is likely to be repaid with 
profit. He that trusts one wdiom he designs to sue, 
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is criminal by the act of trust : the cessation of such 
insidious traffic is to be desired, and no reason can 
be given why a change of the law should impair any 
other. 

^ We see nation trade with nation, where no pay- 
ment can be compelled. Mutual convenience pro- 
duces mutual confidence; and the merchants con- 
tinue to satisfy the demands of each other, though 
they have nothing to dread but the loss of trade. 

^ It is vain to continue an institution, wdhch expe- 
rience shews to be ineffectual. We have now im- 
prisoned one generation of debtors after another, bat 
we do not find that their numbers lessen. We have 
now learned, that rashness and imprudence will not 
be deterred from taking credit ; let us try whether 
fraud and avarice may be more easily restrained 
from giving it. I am, Sir, &c.^ 


23. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 1758. 


Life has no pleasure higher or nobler than that of 
friendship. It is painful to consider, that this sub- 
lime enjoyment may be impaired or destroyed by 
innumerable causes, and that there is no human pos- 
session of which the duration is less certain. 

Many have talked, in very exalted language, of 
the perpetuity of fiiendship, of invincible constancy, 
and unalienable kindness ; and some examples have 
been seen of men who have continued faithful to 
their earliest choice, and whose affection has predo- 
minated over changes of fortune, and contrariety of 
opinion. 

But these instances are memorable, because they 

XXXIII. H 
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are larc. The friendship which is to be practised 
or expected by common moilals, must lake its rise 
from mutual pleasure, and must end when the power 
ceases of delighting each other. 

Many accidents therefore may happen, by which 
the ‘ardour of kindness will be abated, without cii- 
minal baseness or contemptible inconstancy on either 
part. To give pleasure is not always in our power ; 
and little docs he know himself, who believes that 
he can be always able to receive it. 

Those who would gladly pass theii days together 
may be separated by the different course of then- 
affairs ; and friendship, like love, is destroyed by 
long absence, though it may be increased by short 
intermissions. What we have missed long enough 
to want it, we value more when it is regained ; but 
that which has been lost till it is forgotten, will be 
found at last with little gladness, and with still less, 
if a substitute has supplied the place. A man de- 
prived of the companion to whom be used to open 
his bosom, and with whom he shared the hours of 
leisure tmd merriment, feels the day at first hanging- 
heavy on him; his difficulties oppress, and his 
doubts distract him; he sees time come and go 
without his wonted gratification, and all is sadness 
within, and solitude about him. But this uneasiness 
never lasts long; necessity produces expedients, new 
amusements are discovered, and new conveisation 
is admitted. 

No expectation is more frequently disappointed, 
than that which naturally arises in the mind from 
the prospect of meeting an old friend after long 
separation. We expect the attraction to be revived, 
and the coalition to be renewed ; no man considers 
how much alteration time has made in himself, and 
very few inquire what effect it has had upon others. 
The first hour convinces them, that the pleasure 
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which they have formerly enjoyed, is for ever at an 
end ; different scenes have made different impres- 
sions ; the opinions of both are changed ; and that 
similitude of manners and sentiment is lost, which 
confirmed them both in the approbation of them- 
selves. 

Friendship is often destroyed by opposition of in- 
terest, not only by the ponderous and visible interest 
which the desire of w^ealth and greatness forms and 
maintains, but by a thousand secret and slight com- 
petitions, scarcely known to the mind upon which 
they operate. There is scarcely any man without 
some favourite trifle which he values above greater 
attainments, some desire of petty praise winch lie 
cannot patiently suffer to be frustrated. This mi- 
nute ambition is sometimes crossed before it is 
known, and sometimes defeated by wanton petu- 
lance ; but such attacks are seldom made without 
the loss of friendship ; for whoever has once found 
the vulnerable part will always be feared, and the 
resentment will burn on in secret, of which shame 
hinders the discovery. 

This, however, is a slow malignity, which a wise 
man will obviate as inconsistent with quiet, and a 
good man will repress as contrary to virtue ; but hu- 
man happiness is sometimes violated by some more 
sudden strokes. 

A dispute begun in jest upon a subject which a 
moment before was on both parts regarded with 
careless indifference, is continued by the desire of 
conquest, till vanity kindles into rage, and oppo- 
sition rankles into enmity. Against this hasty mis- 
chief, I know not what security can be obtained; 
men will be sometimes surprised into quarrels ; and 
though they might both hasten to reconciliation, as 
Sroon as their tumult had subsided, yet two minds 
will seldom be found together, which can at once 
H 2 
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subdue their discontent, or immediately enjoy the 
sweets of peace, without remembering the wounds 
of the conflict. 

Fuendship has other enemies. Suspicion is al- 
ways hardening the cautious, and disgust repelling 
the delicate. Very slender differences will some- 
times part those whom long reciprocation of civility 
or beneficence has united. Lonolove and Ranger 
retired into the country to enjoy the company of 
each other, and returned in six weeks cold and pe- 
tulant : Ranger’s pleasure was, to walk in the fields, 
and Lonelove’s to sit in a bower ; each had complied 
with the other in his turn, and each was angry that 
compliance had been exacted. 

The most fatal disease of friendship is gradual de- 
cay, or dislike hourly increased by causes too slen- 
der for complaint and too numerous for removal. — 
Those who are angry may be reconciled ; those 
who have been injured may receive a recompense ; 
but when the desire of pleasing and willingness to 
be pleased is silently diminished, the renovation of 
friendship is hopeless; as, when the vital powers 
sink into languor, there is no longer any use of the 
physician. 


N" 24. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 30, 1758. 


When man sees one of the inferior creatures perched 
upon a tree, or basking in the sunshine, without any 
apparent endeavour or pursuit, he often asks himself, 
or his companion, ‘ On what that animal can be sup- 
posed to be thinking?' 

Of this question, since neither bird nor beast can 
answer it, we must be content to live without the 
resolution. We know not how much the brutes 
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recollect of the past, or anticipate of the future ; 
what power they have of comparing and preferring ; 
or whether their faculties may not rest in motionless 
indiiFerence, till they are moved by the presence of 
their proper object, or stimulated to act by corporal 
sensations. 

I am the less inclined to these superfluous in- 
quiries, because I have always been able to find suf- 
ficient matter for curiosity in my own species. It is 
useless to go far in quest of that which may be found 
at home ; a very narrow circle of observation will 
supply a sufficient number of men and women, who 
miffht be asked, with equal propriety, ‘ On what they 
can be thinking V 

It is reasonable to believe, that thought, like every 
thing else, has its causes and eJBPects ; that it must 
proceed from something known, done, or suffered ; 
and must produce some action or event. Yet how 
great is the number of those in whose minds no 
source of thought has ever been opened, in whose 
life no thought of consequence is ever discovered ; 
who have learned nothing upon which they can re- 
fleet ; who have neither seen nor felt any thing which 
could leave its traces on the memory ; who neither 
foresee nor desire any change of their condition, and 
have therefore neither fear, hope, nor design, and 
yet are supposed to be thinking beings. 

To every act a subject is required. He that thinks, 
must think upon something. But tell me, ye that 
pierce deepest into nature, ye that take the widest 
surveys of life, inform me, kind shades of Malbranche 
and of Locke, what that something can be, which 
excites and continues thought in maiden aunts with 
small fortunes; in younger bi others that live upon 
annuities ; m traders retired from business ; in sol- 
diers absent from their regiments ; or in widows that 
have no children ? 

II 3 
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Life is commonly considered as either active or 
contemplative; but surely this division, how long 
soever it has been received, is inadequate and fal- 
lacious. There are mortals whose life is certainly 
not active, for they do neither good nor evil ; and 
whose life cannot be properly called contemplative, 
for they never attend either to the conduct of men, 
or the works of nature, but rise in the morning, look 
round them till night in careless stupidity, go to bed 
and sleep, and rise again in the morning. 

It has been lately a celebrated question in the 
schools of philosophy, ' Whether the soul always 
thinks V Some have defined the soul to be the ‘ power 
of thinking concluded that its essence consists in 
act ; that, if it should cease to act, it would cease 
to he ; and that cessation of thought is but another 
name for extinction of mind. This argument is sub- 
tle, but not conclusive; because it supposes what 
cannot be proved, that the nature of mind is pro- 
perly defined. Others affect to disdain subtilty, 
when subtilty will not serve their purpose, and ap- 
peal to daily experience. We spend many hours, 
they say, in sleep, without the least remembrance of 
any thoughts which then passed in our minds ; and 
since we can only by our own consciousness be sure 
that we think, why should we imagine that wc have 
had thought of which no consciousness remains ? 

This argument, which appeals to experience, may 
from experience be confuted. We every day do 
something which we forget when it is done, and 
know to have been done only by consequence. The 
waking hours are not denied to have been passed in 
thought; yet he that shall endeavour to recollect on 
one day the ideas of the former, will only turn the 
eye of reflection upon vacancy; he will find, that 
the greater part is irrevocably vanished, and wonder 
how the moments could come and go, and leave so 
little behind them. 
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To discover only that the arguments on both sides 
are defective, and to throw back the tenet into its 
former uncertainty, is the sport of wanton or male- 
volent scepticism, delighting to see the sons of phi- 
losophy at work upon a task which never can be 
decided. 1 shall suggest an argument hitherto over- 
looked, which may perhaps determine the contro- 
versy. 

If it be impossible to think without materials, there 
must necessarily be minds that do not always think ; 
and whence shall we furnish materials for the medi- 
tation of the glutton between his meals, of the sports- 
man in a rainy month, of the annuitant between the 
days of quarterly payment, of the politician when 
the mails are detained by contrary winds ? 

But how frequent soevei may be the examples of 
existence without thought, it is certainly a state not 
much to be desired. He that lives in torpid insen- 
sibility, wants nothing of a carcass but putrefaction. 
It is the part of every inhabitant of the earth to 
partake the pains and pleasures of his fellow-beings : 
and, as in a road through a country desert and 
uniform, the traveller languishes for want of amuse- 
ment, so the passage of life will be tedious and irk- 
some to him who does not beguile it by diversified 
ideas. 


25. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 7, 1758. 


^To THE Idleii. 

‘ SIR, 

^ I AM a very constant frequenter of the playhouse, 
a place to which I suppose the Idler not much a 
stranger, since he can have no where else so much 
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entertainment with so little concurrence of his own 
endeavour. At all other assemblies, he that comes 
to receive delight, will be expected to give it; but 
ill the theatre nothing is necessary to the amusement 
of two hours, but to sit down and be willing to be 
pleased. 

‘ The last week has offered two new actors to the 
town. The appearance and retirement of actors are 
the great events of the theatrical world; and their 
first performance fill the pit with conjecture and 
prognostication, as the first actions of a new monarch 
agitate nations with hope or fear. 

* What opinion I have formed of the future excel- 
lence of these candidates for dramatic glory, it is not 
necessary to declare. Their entrance gave me a 
higher and nobler pleasure than any borrowed cha- 
racter can afford. I saw the ranks of the theatre 
emulating each other in candour and humanity, and 
contending who should most effectually assist the 
struggles of endeavour, dissipate the blush of diffi- 
dence, and still the flutter of timidity. 

^ This behaviour is such as becomes a people, too 
tender to repress those who wish to please, too gene- 
rous to insult those who can make no resistance. A 
public performer is so much in the power of spec- 
tators, that all unnecessary seventy is restrained by 
that general law of humanity which forbids us to be 
cruel where there is nothing to be feared. 

^ In eveiy new performer something must be par- 
doned. No man can, by any force of resolution, se- 
cure to bimself the full possession of his own powers 
under the eye of a large assembly. Variation of 
gesture, and flexion of voice, are to be obtained only 
by expei;ience. 

^ There is nothing for which such numbers think 
themselves qualified as for theatrical exhibition. 
Every human being has an action graceful to his 
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own eye, a voice musical to his own ear, and a sensi- 
bility which nature forbids him to know that any other 
bosom can excel. An art in which such numbers 
fancy themselves excellent, and which the public libe- 
rally rewards, will excite many competitors, and in 
many attempts there must be many miscarriages. 

^ The care of the critic should be to distinguish 
error from inability, faults of inexperience from de- 
fects of nature. Action irregular and turbulent may 
be reclaimed ; vociferation vehement and confused 
may be restrained and modulated ; the stalk of the 
tyrant may become the gait of the man ; the yell of 
inarticulate distress may be reduced to human la- 
mentation. All these faults should be for a time 
overlooked, and afterwa rd censured with gentleness 
and candour. But if in an actor there appears an 
utter vacancy of meaning, a frigid equality, a stupid 
languor, a torpid apathy, the greatest kindness that 
can be shewn him, is a speedy sentence of expul- 
sion. I am, Sir, &c.^ 


The plea which my correspondent has oiFered for 
young actors, I am very far from wishing to invali- 
date. I always considered those combinations which 
are sometimes formed in the playhouse, as acts of 
fraud or of cruelty; he that applauds him who does 
not deserve praise, is endeavouring jto deceive the 
public ; he that hisses in malice or sport, is an op- 
pressor and a robber. 

But surely this laudable forbearance might be 
justly extended to young poets. The art of the 
writer, like that of the player, is attained by slow 
degrees. The power of distinguishing and discri- 
minating common characters, or of filling tragedy 
with poetical images, must be the gift of nature, 
which no instruction or labour can supply ; but the 
art of dramatic disposition, the contexture of the 
scenes, the opposition of characters, the involution of 
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the plot, the expedients of suspension, and the strata- 
g*ems of surprise, are to be learned by practice ; and 
it is cruel to discourage a poet for ever, because he 
has not from genius what only experience can bestow. 

Life is a stage. Let me likewise solicit candour 
for the young actor on the stage ol life. They that 
enter into the world arc too often treated with un- 
reasonable rigour by those who were once as igno- 
rant and heady as themselves ; and distinction is not 
always made between the faults which icquire speedy 
and violent eradication, and those that will gradually 
drop away in the progression of life. Vicious soli- 
citations of appetite, if not checked, will grow more 
importunate ; and mean arts of profit or ambition 
will gather strength in the mind, if the^ are not 
early suppressed. But mistaken notions oi superio- 
rity, desires of useless show, pride of little accom- 
plishments, and all the train of vanity, will be brushed 
away by the wing of Time. 

Reproof should not exhaust its power upon petty 
fallings ; let it watch diligently against the incursion 
of vice, and leave foppery and futilityto die of them- 
selves. 


26. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 14, 1768. 


* MR. IDLER, 

' I KEVER thought that I should write any thing to 
be printed ; burhaving lately seen your first essay, 
which was sent down into the kitchen, with a great 
bundle of gazettes and useless papers, I find that you 
are willing to admit any correspondent, and there- 
fore hope you will not reject me. If you publish 
my letter, it may encourage others, in the same con- 
dition with myself, to tell their stories, which may 
be perhaps as useful as those of great ladies. 
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‘ I am a poor girl, I was bred in the country at a 
charity-school, maintained by the contributions of 
wealthy neighbours. The ladies, or patronesses, vi- 
sited us from lime to time, examined how we were 
taught, and saw that our clothes were clean. We 
lived happily enough, and were instructed to be 
thankful to those at whose cost we were educated. 
I was always the favourite of my mistress ; she used 
to call me to read, and shew my copy-book to all 
strangers, who never dismissed me without commen- 
dation, and very seldom without a shilling. 

‘ At last the chief of our subscribers, having passed 
a winter in London, came down full of an opinion 
new and strange to the whole country. She held it 
little less than criminal to teach poor girls to read 
and write. They who are born to poverty, said she, 
are born to ignorance, and will work the harder, the 
less they know. She told her friends, that London 
was in confusion by the insolence of servants ; that 
scarcely a wench was to be got for all- work, since 
education had made such numbers of fine ladies, 
that nobody would now accept a lower title than 
that of a waiting-maid, or something that might qua- 
lify her to wear laced shoes and long ruifies, and to 
sit at work in the parlour window. But she was re- 
solved, for her part, to spoil no more girls ; those, 
who were to live by their hands, should neither read 
nor write out of her pocket; the world was bad 
enough already, and she would have no part in mak- 
ing it worse. 

^ She was for a short time warmly opposed, but 
she persevered in her notions, and withdrew her sub- 
scription. Few listen without a desire of conviction 
to those who advise them to spare their money. Her 
example and her arguments gained ground daily ; 
and in less than a year the whole parish was con- 
vinced, that the nation would be ruined, if the chil- 
dren of the poor were taught to read and write. 
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‘ Our school tvas now dissolved; my mistress kissed 
me when we parted, and told me, that, being' old and 
helpless, she could not assist me, advised me to seek 
a service, and charged me not to forget what I had 
learned. 

‘ My reputation for scholarship, which had hitherto 
recommended me to favour, was, by the adherents to 
the new opinion, considered as a crime ; and, when I 
offered myself to any mistress, I had no other answer 
than, Sure, child, you would not work ! hard work 
is not fit for a pen-woman ; a scrubbing-brush would 
spoil your hand, child !” 

I could not live at home ; and while I was con- 
sidering to what I should betake me, one of the 
girls, who had gone from our school to London, 
came down m a silk gown, and told her acquaint- 
ance how well she lived, what fine things she saw, 
and what great wages she received. I resolved to 
try my fortune, and took my passage in the next 
week’s waggon to London. I had no snares laid for 
me at my arrival, but came safe to a sister of my 
mistess, who undertook to get me a place. She 
knew only the families of mean tradesmen ; and I, 
having no high opinion of my own qualifications, was 
willing to accept the first offer, 

^ My first mistress was wife of a working watch- 
maker, who earned more than was sufficient to keep 
his family in decency and plenty ; but it was their 
constant practice to hire a chaise on Sunday, and 
spend half the wages of the week on Kichmond-hill ; 
of Monday he commonly lay half in bed, and spent the 
other half in merriment; Tuesday and Wednesday 
consumed the rest of his money ; and three days 
every week were passed in extremity of want by us 
who were left at home, while my master lived on trust 
at an alehouse. You may be sure, that of the suf- 
ferers, the maid suffered most; and T left them, 
after three months, rather than be starved. 
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^ I was then maid to a hatter’s wife. There was 
no want to be dreaded, for they lived in perpetual 
luxury. My mistress was a diligent woman, and 
rose early in the morning to set the journeymen to 
work ; my master was a man much beloved by his 
neighbours, and sat at one club or other every 
night. I was obliged to wait on my master at night, 
and on my mistress in the morning. He seldom 
came home before two, and she rose at five. I 
could no more live without sleep than without food, 
and therefore entreated them to look out for another 
servant. 

‘ My next removal was to a linen-draper’s, who 
bad six children. My mistress, vdien I first entered 
the house, informed me, that I must never contradict 
the children, nor suffer them to cry. I had ho de- 
sire to offend, and readily promised to do my best. 
But when I gave them their breakfast, I could not 
help all first ; when I was playing with one in my 
lap, I was forced to keep the rest in expectation. 
That which was not gratified always resented the 
injury with a loud outcry, which put my mistress in 
a fury at me, and procured sugar-plums to the 
child. I could not keep six children quiet, who 
were bribed to be clamorous ; and was therefore 
dismissed, as a girl honest, but not good-natured. 

‘ I then lived with a couple that kept a petty shop 
of remnants and cheap linen. I was qualified to 
make a bill or keep a book : and being therefore 
often called, at a busy time, to serve the customers, 
expected that I should now be happy, in proportion 
as 1 was useful. But my mistress appropriated every 
day part of the profit to some private use, and, as 
she grew bolder in her theft, at last deducted such 
sums, that my master began to wonder how he sold 
so much, and gamed so little. She pretended to 
assist his inquiries, and began, very gravely, to hope 

XX XII I. 1 
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that ‘ Betty was honest, and yet those sharp girls 
were apt to be light-fingered.’ You will believe 
that I did not stay there much longer. 

‘ The rest of my story I will tell you in another 
letter ; and on'y beg to be informed, in some paper, 
for which of my places, except perhaps the last, I 
was disqualified by my skill in reading and writing. 

I am, Sir, your very humble servant, 

Betty Bhoom/ 


N'’ 27. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 21, 1758, 


It has been the endeavour, of all those whom the 
world has reverenced for superior wisdom, to per- 
suade man to be acquainted with himself, to learn, 
his own powers and bis own weakness, to observe 
by what evils he is most dangerously beset, and by 
what temptations most easily overcome. 

This counsel has been often given with serious 
dignity, and often received with appearance of con- 
viction; but, as very few can search deep into their 
own minds without meeting what they wish to hide 
from themselves, scarcely any man persists in cul- 
tivating such disagreeable acquaintance, but draws 
the veil again between his eyes and his heart, leaves 
his passions and appetites as he found them, and ad- 
vises others to look into themselves. 

This is the common result of inquiry even among 
those that endeavour to grow wiser or better : but 
this endeavour is far enough from frequency ; the 
greater part of the multitudes that swarm upon the 
earth have never been disturbed by such uneasy cu- 
riosity, but deliver themselves up to business or to 
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pleasure, plunge into tbe cun ent of life, whether 
placid or turbulent, and pass on from one point of 
prospect to another, attentive rather to any thing 
than the state of their minds ; satisfied, at an easy 
rate, with an opinion, that they are no worse than 
others, that every man must mind his own interest, 
or that their pleasures hurt only themselves, and 
are therefore no proper subjects of censure. 

Some, however, there are, whom the intrusion of 
scruples, the recollection of better notions, or the 
latent reprehension of good examples, will not suffer 
to live entirely contented with their own conduct ; 
these are forced to pacify the mutiny of reason with 
fair promises, and quiet their thoughts with designs 
of calling all their actions to review, and planning a 
new scheme for the time to come. 

There is nothing which we estimate so fallaciously 
as the force of our own resolutions, nor any fallacy 
which we so unwillingly and tardily detect. He 
that has resolved a thousand times, and a thousand 
times deserted his own purpose, yet suffers no 
abatement of his confidence, but still believes him- 
self his own master ; and able, by innate vigour of 
soul, to press forward to his end, through all the 
obstructions that inconveniences or delights can 
put in his way. 

That this mistake should prevail for a time is very 
natural. When conviction is present, and tempta- 
tion out of sight, we do not easily conceive bow any 
reasonable being can deviate from his true interest. 
What ought to be done while it yet hangs only in 
speculation, is so plain and certain, that there is no 
place for doubt ; the whole soul yields itself to the 
predominance of truth, and readily determines to do 
what, when the time of action comes, will be at last 
omitted. 

I believe most men may review all the lives that 
I 2 
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have passed within their observation, without re- 
membering one efficacious resolution, oi being able 
to tell a single instance of a course of practice sud- 
denly changed in consequence of a change of opi- 
nion, or an establishment of determination. Many, 
indeed, alter their conduct, and are not at fifty what 
they were at thirty ; but they commonly varied im- 
perceptibly from themselves, followed the train of 
external causes, and rather suffered reformation than 
made it. 

It is not uncommon to charge the difference be- 
tween promise and performance, between profession 
and reality, upon deep design, and studied deceit ; 
but the truth is, that there is very little hypocrisy 
in the world : we do not so often endeavour or wish 
to impose on others as on ourselves ; we resolve to 
do right, we hope to keep our resolutions, we declare 
them to confirm our own hope, and fix our own in- 
constancy by calling witnesses of our actions : but 
at last habit prevails, and those whom wc invited to 
our triumph, laugh at our defeat. 

Custom is commonly too strong for the most re- 
solute resolver, though furnished for the assault with 
all the weapons of philosophy, ‘ He that endea- 
vours to free himself from an ill habit,' says Bacon, 
^ must not change too much at a time, lest he should 
be discouraged by difficulty ; nor too little, for then 
he will make but slow advances,’ This is a precept 
which may be applauded in a book, but will fail in 
the trial, in which every change will be found too 
great or too little. Those who have been able to 
conquer habit, are like those that are fabled to have 
returned from the realms of Pluto : 

Pauci, quos aequus amavit 
Jupiter, atque ardens evexit ad gjthcra virtus. 

They are sufficient to give hope, but not security ; to 
animate the contest, but not to promise victory. 
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Those who are in the power of evil habits, must 
conquer them as they can ; and conquered they must 
be, or neither wisdom nor happiness can be attained ; 
but those who are not yet subject to their inftuence 
may, by timely caution, preserve their freedom ; they 
may effectually resolve to escape the tyrant, whom 
they will very vainly resolve to conquer. 


N« 28, SATURDAY, OCTOBER 28, 1758. 


^ To THE Idler. 

‘SIR, 

^ It is very easy for a man who sits idle at home, 
and has nobody to please but himself, to ridicule or 
to censure the common practices of mankind; and 
those who have no present temptation to break the 
rules of propriety, may applaud his judgment, and 
join in his merriment ; but let the author or his 
readers mingle with common life, they will find them- 
selves irresistibly borne away by the stream of cus- 
tom, and must submit, after they have laughed at 
others, to give others the same opportunity of laugh- 
ing at them. 

‘ There is no paper published by the Idler which I 
have read with more approbation than that which cen- 
sures the practice of recording vulgar marriages in 
the newspapers. I carried it about in my pocket, and 
read it to all those whom I suspected of having pub- 
lished their nuptials, or of being inclined to publish 
them, and sent transcripts of it to all the couples that 
transgressed your precepts for the next fortnight, I 
hoped that they were all vexed, and pleased myself 
with imagining their misery. 

I 3 
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^ But short is the triumph of malignity. 1 was 
married last week to Miss Mohair^ the daughter of a 
salesman ; and, at my first appearance after the 
wedding night, was asked by my wife’s mother whe- 
ther I had sent our marriage to the Advertiser ; I 
endeavoured to shew how unfit it was to demand the 
attention of the public to our domestic affairs ; but 
she told me, with great vehemence, That she would 
not have it thought to be a stolen match ; that the 
blood of the Mohairs should never be disgraced ; that 
her husband had served all the parish offices but one ; 
that she had lived five-and-thirty years in the same 
house, had paid every body twenty shillings in the 
pound, and would have me know, though she was 
not as fine and as flaunting as Mrs. Gingham, the 
deputy’s wife, she was not ashamed to tell her name, 
and would shew her face with the best of them, and 
since I had married her daughter ’’ At this in- 

stant entered my father-in-law, a grave man, from 
whom I expected succour : but upon hearing the 
case, he told me, “ That it would be very imprudent 
to miss such an opportunity of advertising my shop ; 
and that when notice was given of my marriage, 
many of my wife’s friends would think themselves 
obliged to be my customers.” I was subdued by 
clamour on one side, and gravity on the other, and 
shall be obliged to tell the town that three days 
ago Timothy Mushroom, an eminent oilman in Sea- 
coal-lane, was married to Miss Polly Mohair, of 
Lothbury, a beautiful young lady, with a large for- 
tune.” 1 am, Sir, &c.’ 

^SIR, 

^ I AM the unfortunate wife of the grocer whose letter 
you published about ten weeks ago, in which he com- 
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plains, like a sorry fellow, that I loiter in the shop 
with my needlework in my hand, and that I oblige 
him to take me out on Sundays, and keep a girl to 
look after the child. Sweet Mr. Idler, if you did but 
know all, you would give no encouragement to such 
an unreasonable grumbler. I brought him three 
hundred pounds, which set him up in a shop, and 
bought in a stock, on which, wuth good management, 
we might live comfortably ; but now I have given him 
a shop, I am forced to watch him and the shop too. 
I will tell you, Mr. Idler, how it is. There is an ale- 
house over die way, with a ninepin alley, to which 
he is sure to run when I turn my back, and there he 
loses his money, for he plays at ninepins as he does 
every thing else. While he is at this favourite sport, 
he sets a dirty boy to watch his door, and call him to 
his customers ; but he is long in coming, and so rude 
when he comes, that our custom falls oiF every day. 

‘ Those who cannot govern themselves, must be 
governed ; I am resolved to keep him for the future 
behind his counter, and let him bounce at his cus- 
tomers if he dares. I cannot be above stairs and be- 
low at the same time, and have therefore taken a girl 
to look after the child, and dress the dinner ; and, 
after all, pray who is to blame ? 

^ On a Sunday, it is true, I make him walk abroad, 
and sometimes carry the child; — I wonder who should 
carry it ! But I never take him out till after church- 
time, nor would do it then, but that, if he is left alone, 
he will be upon the bed. On a Sunday, if he stays 
at home, he has six meals ; and, when he can eat no 
longer, has twenty stratagems to escape from me to 
the alehouse ; but I commonly keep the door locked, 
till Monday produces something for him to do. 

^ This is the true state of the case, and these are the 
provocations for which he has written his letter to you. 
1 hope you will write a paper to shew that^ if a wife 
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must spend her whole time in watching her husband^ 
she cannot conveniently tend her child, or sit at her 
needle. I ani;, Sir, &c.' 

* SIR, 

^ Thebe is in this town a species of oppression which 
the law has not hitherto prevented or redressed. 

' I am a chairman. You know, Sir, we come when 
we are called, and are expected to carry all who re- 
quire our assistance. It is common for men of the 
most unwieldy corpulence to crowd themselves into 
a chair, and demand to he carried foi a shilling as far 
as an airy young lady whom we scarcely feel upon 
our poles. Surely we ought to be paid like all other 
mortals, in proportion to our labour. Engines should 
be fixed in proper places to weigh chairs as they weigh 
waggons ; and those, whom ease and plenty have 
made unable to carry themselves, should give part of 
their superfluities to those who carry them. 

I am, Sir, &c.’ 


29. SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 4, 1758. 


^ To THE Idler. 

‘ SIR, 

‘ I HAVE often observed, that friends arc lost by 
discontinuance of intercourse, without any oiFence 
on either part, and have long known, that it is more 
dangerous to be forgotten than to be blamed; I 
therefore make haste to send you the rest of my 
story, lest; by th,e delay of another fortnight, the name 
of Betty Broom might be no longer remembered by 
you or your readers. 
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^ Having left the last place in haste, to avoid the 
charge or the suspicion of theft, I had not secured 
another service, and was forced to take a lodging in 
a back street, I had now got good clothes. The 
woman who lived in the garret opposite to mine was 
very officious, and offered to take care of my room 
and clean it, while I went round to my acquaintance 
to inquire for a mistress. I knew not why she was 
so kind, nor how I could recompense her but in a 
few days I missed some of my linen, w^ent to another 
lodging, and resolved not to have another friend in 
the next garret. 

^ In six weeks I became under-maid at the house of 
a mercer in Conihill, whose son was his apprentice. 
The young gentleman used to sit late at the tavern, 
without the knowledge of his father ; and I was or- 
dered by my mistress to let him in silently to his bed 
under the counter, and to be very careful to take 
away his candle. The hours which I was obliged to 
watch, whilst the rest of the family was in bed, I con- 
sidered as supernumerary, and having no business 
assigned for them, thought myself at liberty to spend 
them my ov/n way : I kept myself awake with a 
book, and for some time liked my state the better 
for this opportunity of reading. At last the upper- 
maid found my book, and shewed it to my mistress, 
who told me, that wenches like me might spend their 
time belter ; that she never know any of the readers 
that had good designs in their heads; that she could 
always find something else to do with her time, than 
to puzzle over books ; and did not like that such a 
fine lady should sit up for her young master. 

^ This was the first time that I found it thought cri- 
minal or dangerous to know how to read. 1 was 
dismissed decently, lest I should tell tales, and had a 
small gratuity above rny wages. 

^ I then lived with a gentlewoman of a small for- 
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tune. This was the only happy part of my life. My 
mistress, for whom public diversions were too ex- 
pensive, spent her time with books, and was pleased 
to find a maid who could partake her amusements. 
I rose early in the morning, that I might have time 
in the afternoon to read oiTisten, and was suffered to 
tell my opinion, or express my delight. Thus fifteen 
months stole away, in -which I did not repine that I 
was born to servitude. But a burning fever seized 
my mistress, of whom I shall say no more, than that 
her servant wept upon her grave. 

‘ I had lived in a kind of luxury which made me 
very unfit for another place ; and was rather too de- 
licate for the conversation of a kitchen ; so that when 
I was hired in the family of an East India director, 
my behaviour was so different, as they said, from 
that of a common servant, that they concluded me a 
gentlewoman in disguise, and turned me out in three 
weeks, on suspicion of some design which they could 
not comprehend. 

^ I then fled for refuge to the other end of the town, 
where I hoped to find no obstructions from my new 
accomplishments, and was hired under the house- 
keeper in a splendid family. Here I was too wise 
for the maids, and too nice for the footman ; yet I 
might have lived on without much uneasiness, had 
not my mistress, the housekeeper, who used to em- 
ploy me in buying necessaries for the family, found 
a bill which I had made of one clay’s expense. I 
suppose it did not quite agree with her own book, 
for she fiercely declared her resolution, that there 
should be no pen and ink in that kitchen but her own. 

^ She had the justice, or the prudence, not to injure 
my reputation ; and I was easily admitted into an- 
other house in the neighbourhood, where my busi- 
ness was, to sweep the rooms ancl make the beds. 
Here I was for some time the favourite of Mrs. 
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Simper^ my lady’s woman, who could not bear the 
vulgar girls, and was happy in the attendance of a 
young woman of some education. Mrs. Simper loved 
a novel, though she could not read hard words, and 
therefore, when her lady was abroad, we always laid 
hold on her books. At last my abilities became so 
much celebrated, that the house-steward used to em- 
ploy me in keeping his accounts. Mrs. Simper then 
found out, that my sauciness was grown to such a 
height that nobody could endure it, and told my lady, 
that there had never been a room well swept since 
Betty Broom came into the house. 

‘ I was then hired by a consumptive lady, who 
wanted a maid that could read and write. I attended 
her four years, and though she was never pleased, 
yet when I declared my resolution to leave her, she 
burst into tears, and told me that I must bear the 
peevishness of a sick bed, and I should find myself 
remembered in her will. I complied, and a codicil 
was added in my favour ; but in less than a week, 
when I set her gruel before her, I laid the spoon on 
the left side, and she threw her will into the fire. 
In two days she made another, which she burnt in 
the same manner, because she could not eat her 
chicken. A third was made, and destroyed because 
she heard a mouse within the wainscot, and was sure 
that I should suffer her to be carried away alive. 
After this I was for some time out of favour, but as 
her illness grew upon her, resentment and sullenness 
gave way to kinder sentiments. She died, and left 
me five hundred pounds; with this fortune I am 
going to settle in my native parish, where I resolve 
to spend some hours every day in teaching poor girls 
to read and write. I am, Sir, 

Your humble servant, 

Betty Broom/ 
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The desires of man increase with his acquisitions ; 
every step which he advances brings something 
within his view, which he did not see before, and 
which, as soon as he sees it, he begins to want. 
Where necessity ends, curiosity begins ; and no 
sooner are we supplied with every thing that nature 
can demand, than we sit down to contrive artificial 
appetites. 

By this restlessness of mind, every populous and 
wealthy city is filled with innumerable employments, 
for which the greater part of mankind is without a 
name; with artificers, whose labour is exerted in 
producing such petty conveniences, that many shops 
are furnished with instruments of which the use can 
hardly be found without inquiry, but which he that 
once knows them quickly learns to number among 
necessary things. 

Such is the diligence with which, in countries 
completely civilized, one part of mankind labours 
for another, that wants are supplied faster than they 
can be formed, and the idle and luxurious find life 
stagnate for want of some desire to keep it in mo- 
tion. This species of distress furnishes a new set of 
occupations ; and multitudes are busied from day to 
day, in finding the rich and the fortunate something 
to do. 

It is very common to reproach those artists as 
useless, who produce only such superfluities as nei- 
ther accommodate the body, nor, improve the mind ; 
and of which no other effect can' be imagined, than 
that they are the occasions of spending money, and 
consuming time. 
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But this censure will be mitig'ated when it is se- 
riously considered that money and time are the 
heaviest burdens of life, and that the nnhappiest of 
ail mortals are those who have more of either than 
they know how to use. To set himself free from 
these encumbrances, one hurries to Newmarket; an- 
other travels over Europe ; one pulls down his house 
and calls architects about bim ; another buys a seat 
in the country, and follows his hounds over hedges 
and through rivers ; one makes collections of shells ; 
and another searches the world for tulips and car- 
nations. 

He is surely a public benefactor who finds em- 
ployment for those to whom it is thus difficult to 
find it for themselves. It is true, that this is seldom 
done merely from generosity or compassion ; almost 
every man seeks his own advantage in helping others, 
and theiefore it is too common for mercenary of- 
ficiousness to consider rather what is grateful, than 
what is right. 

We all know that it is more profitable to be loved 
than esteemed ; and ministers of pleasure will always 
be found, who study to make themselves necessary, 
and to supplant those who are practising the same 
arts. 

One of the amusements of idleness is reading with- 
out the fatigue of close attention, and the world, 
therefore, swarms with writers whose wish is not to 
be studied, but to be read. 

No species of literary men has lately been so much 
multiplied as the writers of news. Not many years 
ago the nation was content with one gazette ; but 
now we have not only in the metropolis papers for 
every morning and every evening, bat almost every 
large town has its weekly historian, who regularly 
circulates his periodical intelligence, and fills the 
Villages of his district with conjectures on the events 
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of war, and with debates on the true interests of 
Europe. 

To write news in its perfection requires such a 
combination of qualities, that a man completely 
fitted for the task is not always to be found. In Sir 
Henry Wotton*s ]Ocular definition, ‘ An ambassador 
is said to be a man of virtue sent abroad to tell lies 
for the advantage of his country ; a news-writer is a 
man without virtue, who writes lies at home for his 
own profit.' To these compositions is required nei- 
ther genius nor knowledge, neither industry^ nor 
sprightliness ; but contempt of shame, and indifier- 
eiice to truth, are absolutely necessary. He who by 
a long familiarity with infamy has obtained these 
qualities, may confidently tell to-day what he inr 
tends to contradict to-morrow ; he may affirm fear- 
lessly what he knows that he shall be obliged to 
recant, and may write letters from Amsterdam or 
Dresden to himself. 

In a time of war the nation is always of one mind, 
eager to hear something good of themselves, and ill 
of the enemy. At this time the task of news-writers 
is easy : they have nothing to do but to tell that the 
battle is expected, and afterward that a battle has 
been fought, in which we and our friends, whether 
conquering or conquered, did ail, and our enemies 
did nothing. 

Scarcely any thing awakens attention like a tale 
of cruelty. The writer of news never fails in the in- 
termission of action to tell how the enemies mur- 
dered children and ravished virgins ; and if the scene 
of action be somewhat distant, scalps half the inha- 
bitants of a province. 

Among the calamities of war, may be justly num- 
bered the diminution of the love of truth, by the 
falsehoods which interest dictates, and credulity en- 
courages. A peace will equally leave the warrior 
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and relate!' of wars destitute of employment ; and I 
know not wliether more is to be dreaded from streets 
filled with soldiers accustomed to plunder, or from 
garrets filled with scribblers accustomed to lie. 


31. SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 18, 1758. 


Many moralists have remarked, that pride has of 
all human vices the widest dominion, appears in the 
greatest multiplicity of forms, and lies hid under the 
greatest variety of disguises; of disguises which, 
like the moon’s ‘ veil of brightness,’ are both its 
‘ lustre and its shade,’ and betray it to others, though 
they hide it from ourselves. 

It is not my intention to degrade pride from this 
pre-eminence of mischief; yet I know not whether 
idleness may not maintain a very doubtful and ob- 
stinate competition. 

There are some that profess idleness in its full 
dignity, who call themselves the Idle, as Busiris in 
the play calls himself the Proud ; who boast that 
they do nothing, and thank their stars that they have 
nothing to do ; who sleep every night till they can 
sleep no longer, and rise only that exercise may 
enable them to sleep again; who prolong the reign 
of darkness by double curtains ; and never see the 
sun but to ^ tell him how they hate his beams f whose 
whole labour is to vary the posture of indulgence, 
and whose day differs from their night but as a couch 
or chair differs from a bed. 

These are the true and open votaries of idleness 
for whom she weaves the garlands of poppies, and 
into whose cup she pours the waters of oblivion ; 
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wlio exist ill a slate of unruffled stupidity, forgetting 
and foi gotten; who have long ceased to live, and at 
whose death the survivors can only say that they 
have ceased to breathe. 

But idleness predominates in many lives where it 
is not suspected ; for, being a vice which terminates 
in itself, it may be enjoyed without injury to otheis ; 
and it is therefore not watched like fraud, which 
endangers property ; or like pride, which naturally 
seeks its gratifications in another's inferiority. Idle- 
ness IS a silent and peaceful quality, that neither 
raises envy by ostentation, nor hatred by opposition ; 
and therefore nobody is busy to censure or detect it. 

As pride sometimes is hid under humility, idleness 
is often covered by turbulence and hurry. He that 
neglects his known duty and real employment, na- 
turally endeavours to crowd his mind with something 
that may bar out the remembrance of his own folly, 
and does any thing but what he ought to do with 
eager diligence, that he may keep himself in his own 
favour. 

Some are always in a state of preparation, occu- 
pied in previous measures, forming plans, accumu- 
lating materials, and providing for the main affair. 
These are certainly under the secret power of idle- 
ness. Nothing is to be expected from the workman 
whose tools are for ever to be sought. I was once 
told by a great master that no man ever excelled in 
painting, who was eminently curious about pencils 
and colours. 

There are others to whom idleness dictates another 
expedient, by which life may be passed unprofitably 
away without the tediousness of many vacant hours. 
The art is, to fill the day with petty business, to 
have always something in hand which may raise 
curiosity, but not solicitude, and keep the mind in a 
state of action, but not of labour. 
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This art has for many years been practised by my 
old fiiend Sober with wonderful success. Sober is 
a man of strong desires and quick imagination, so 
exactly balanced by the love of ease, that they can 
seldom stimulate him to any difficult undertaking ; 
they have, however, so much power, that they will 
not suffer him to lie quite at rest ; and though they 
do not make him sufficiently useful to others, they 
make him at least weary of himself. 

Mr. Sober’s chief pleasure is conversation : there 
is no end of his talk or his attention ; to speak or to 
hear is equally pleasing; for he still fancies that he 
is teaching or learning something, and is free for the 
time from his own reproaches. 

But there is one time at night when he must^ go 
home, that his friends may sleep ; and another time 
in the morning, when all the world agrees to shut 
out interruption. These are the moments of which 
poor Sober trembles at the thought. But the misery 
of these irksome intervals he has many means of al- 
leviating. He has persuaded himself that the manual 
arts are undeservedly overlooked ; he has observed 
in many trades the effects of close thought, and just 
ratiocination. From speculation he proceeded to 
practice, and supplied himself with the tools of a 
carpenter, with which he mended his coal-box very 
successfully, and which he still continues to employ, 
as he finds occasion. 

He has attempted at other times the craft of shoe- 
maker, tinman, plumber, and potter; in all these 
arts he has failed, and resolves to qualify himself for 
them by better information. But his daily amuse- 
ment is chemistry. He has a small furnace, which 
he employs in distillation, and which has long been 
the solace of his life. He draws oils and waters, 
and essences and spirits, which he knows to be of 
no use ; sits and counts the drops as they come from 
k3 
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his retort, and forgets that, whilst a drop is falling’, 
a moment flies away. 

Poor Sober ! I have often teased him with reproof, 
and he has often promised reformation ; for no man 
is so much open to conviction as the Idler, but there 
is none on which it operates so little. What will be 
the effect of this paper I know not ; perhaps he will 
read it and laugh, and light the fire in his furnace ; 
but my hope is, that he will quit his trifles, and be- 
take himself to rational and useful diligence. 


N" 32. SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 25, 1758. 


Among the innumerable mortifications that waylay 
human arrogance on every side, may well be reckon- 
ed our ignorance of the most common objects and 
effects, a defect of which we become more sensible, 
by every attempt to supply it. Vulgar and inactive 
minds confound familiarity with knowledge, and 
conceive themselves informed of the whole nature of 
things when they are shewn their form or told their 
use ; but the speculatist, who is not content with 
superficial views, harasses himself with fruitless cu- 
riosity, and still as he acquires more, perceives only 
that he knows less. 

Sleep is a state in which a great part of every life 
is passed. No animal has yet been discovered, 
whose existence is not varied with intervals of in- 
sensibility; and some late philosophers have ex- 
tended the empire of sleep over the vegetable world. 

Yet of this change, so frequent, so great, so ge- 
neral, and so necessary, no searcher has yet found 
either the efficient or final cause ; or can tell by what 
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power the mind and body arc thus chained down in 
irresistible stupefaction ; or what benefits the animal 
receives from this alternate suspension of its active 
powers. 

Whatever may be the multiplicity or contrariety 
of opinions upon this subject, Nature has taken suf- 
ficient care that theory shall have little influence on 
practice. The most diligent inquirer is not able 
long to keep his eyes open ; the most eager dispu- 
tant will begin about midnight to desert his argu- 
ment; and once in four* and- twenty hours, the gay 
and the gloomy, the witty and the dull, the clamor- 
ous and the silent, the busy and the idle, are all 
overpowered by the gentle tyrant, and all lie down 
in the equality of sleep. 

Philosophy has often attempted to repress inso- 
lence, by asserting that all conditions are levelled 
by death ; a position which, however it may deject 
the happy, will seldom afford much comfort to the 
wretched. It is far more pleasing to consider, that 
sleep is equally a leveller with death ; that the time 
is never at a great distance, when the balm of rest 
shall be diffused alike upon every head, when the 
diversities of life shall stop their operation, and the 
high and low shall lay down together. 

It is somewhere recorded of Alexander, that in 
the pride of conquests, and intoxication of flattery, 
he declared that he only perceived himself to be a 
man by the necessity of sleep. Whether he consi- 
dered sleep as necessary to his mind or body, it was 
indeed a sufficient evidence of human infirmity ; the 
body which required such frequency of renovation, 
gave but faint promises of immortality; and the 
mind which, from time to time, sunk gladly into in- 
sensibility, had made no very near approaches to the 
felicity of the supreme and self-sufficient nature. 

I know not what can tend more to repress all the 
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passions that disturb the peace of the world, than 
the consideration that there is no height of happiness 
or honour from which man does not eagerly descend 
to a stale of unconscious repose ; that the best con- 
dition of life is such, that we contentedly quit its 
good to be disentangled from its evils ; that in a 
few hours splendour fades before the eye, and praise 
itself deadens m the ear ; the senses withdraw from 
their objects, and reason favours the retreat. 

What then are the hopes and prospects of covet- 
ousness, ambition, and rapacity ? Let him that de- 
sires most have all his desires gratihed, he never 
shall attain a state that he can for a day and a night 
contemplate with satisfaction, or from which, if he 
had the power of perpetual vigilance, he would not 
long for periodical separations. 

All envy would be extinguished, if it were uni- 
versally known that there are none to be envied, 
and surely none can be much envied who are not 
pleased with themselves. There is reason to sus- 
pect that the distinctions of mankind have more 
show than value, when it is found that all agree to 
be weary alike of pleasures and of cares ; that the 
powerful and the weak, the celebrated and obscure, 
join in one common wish, and implore from Nature’s 
hand the nectar of oblivion. 

Such is our desire of abstraction from ourselves, 
that very few are satisfied with the quantity of stu- 
pefaction which the needs of the body force upon 
the mind. Alexander himself added intemperance 
to sleep, and solaced with the fumes of wme the so- 
vereignty of the world ; and almost every man has 
some art by which he steals his thoughts away from 
his present state. 

It is not much of life that is spent in close atten- 
tion to any important duty. Many hours of every 
day are suffered to fly away without any traces left 
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upon the intellects. We suffer phantoms to rise up 
before us, and amuse ourselves with the dance of 
airy images, which, after a time, we dismiss for ever, 
and know not how we have been busied. 

Many have no happier moments than those that 
they pass in solitude, abandoned to their own imagi- 
nation, which sometimes puts sceptres in their hands 
or mitres on their heads, shifts the scene of pleasure 
with endless variety, bids all the forms of beauty 
sparkle before them, and gluts them with every 
change of visionary luxury. 

It is easy in these semi sliimbeis to collect all the 
possibilities of happiness, to alter the course of the 
sun, to bring back the past, and anticipate the fu- 
ture, to unite all the beauties of all seasons, and all 
the blessings of all climates, to receive and bestow 
felicity, and forget that misery is the lot of man. All 
this is a voluntary dream, a temporary recession from 
the realities of lile to airy fictions ; and habitual sub- 
jection of reason to fancy. 

Others are afraid to be alone, and amuse them- 
selves by a perpetual succession of companions ; but 
the difference is not great : in solitude we have our 
dreams to ourselves, and in company we agree to 
dream in concert. The end sought in both is, for- 
getfulness of ourselves. 


33. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 2, 1758, 


[I hope the author of the following letter will excuse 
the omission of some parts, and allow me to re- 
mark, that the Journal of the Citizen in the Spec- 
tator has almost precluded the attempt of any 
future writer,] 
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Non ita Rorauli 

Prjescriptiim, et intonsi Catonis 
Auspiciis, veterumque normil. — H or. 

‘SIR, 

‘ You have often solicited correspondence. I have 
sent you the Journal of a Senior Fellow, or Genuine 
Idler, just transmitted from Cambridge by a face- 
tious correspondent, and warranted to have been 
transcribed from the common-place book of the 
Journalist. 

‘ Monday, Nine o' Clock. Turned off my bed-maker 
for waking me at night. Weather rainy. Consulted 
my weather-glass. No hopes of a ride before dinner. 

‘ Ditto, Ten. After breakfast transcribed half a 
sermon from Dr. Hickman. N. B. Never to tran- 
scribe any more front Calamy ; Mrs. Pil cocks, at my 
curacy, having one volume of that author lying in 
her parlour- window. 

^ Ditto, Eleven. Went down into my cellar. Mem. 
My Mountain will be fit to drink in a month's time. 
N. B. To remove the five-year-old port into the new 
bin on the left hand. 

^ Ditto, Twelve. Mended a pen. Looked at my wea- 
ther-glass again. Quicksilver very low. Shaved. Bar- 
ber’s hand shakes. 

Ditto, One. Dined alone in my room on a sole. 
N. B. The shrimp-sauce not so good as Mr. H. of 
Peterhouse and I used to eat in London last winter, 
at the Mitre in Fleet-street. Sat down to a pint of 
Madeira. Mr. FI. surprised me over it. We finished 
two bottles of port together, and were very cheer- 
ful. Mem. To dine with Mr. H. at Peterhouse next 
Wednesday, One of the dishes a leg of pork and 
peas, by my desire. ^ 

^ Ditto, Six. Newspaper in the common-room. 

^ Ditto, Sex en. Returned to my room,. Made a tiff 
of warm punch, and to bed before nine ; did not fall 
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asleep till ten, a young fellow-coinmoner being' very 
noisy over my head. 

^ Tuesday^ Nine, Rose squeamish. A fine morning. 
^Weather- glass very high. 

Ditto, Ten, Ordered my horse, and rode to the 
five-mile stone on the Newmarket road. Appetite 
gets better. A pack of hounds in full cry crossed 
the road, and startled myhoise. 

^ Ditto, Twelve. Dressed. Found a letter on my 
table to be in London the 19th inst. Bespoke a new 
wig. 

^ Ditto, One, At dinner in the hall. Too much 
water in the soup. Dr. Dry always orders the beef 
to be salted too much for me. 

‘ Ditto, Two. In the common-room. Dr. Dry gave 
us an instance of a gentleman who kept the gout out 
of his stomach by drinking old Madeira. Conversa- 
tion chiefly on the expeditions. Company broke up 
at four. Dr. Dry and myself played at backgam- 
mon for a brace of snipes. Won. 

Ditto, Five, At the coflPee-house. Met Mr. H. 
there. Could not get a sight of the Monitor. 

^ Ditto, Seven. Returned home, and stirred my 
fire. Went to the common-room, and supped on 
the snipes with Dr. Dry. 

^ Ditto, Fight, Began the evening in the common- 
room. Dr. Dry told several stories. Were very 
merry. Our new fellow that studies physic very 
talkative towards twelve. Pretends he will bring 

the youngest Miss to drink tea with me 

soon. Impertinent blockhead ! 

^ Wednesday, Nine, Alarmed with * a pain in my 
ancle. Q. The gout ? Fear I can't dine at Peter- 
house ; but I hope a ride will set all to rights. Wea- 
ther-glass below /air. 

^ Ditto, Ten, Mounted my horse, though the wea- 
ther suspicious. Pain in my ancle entirely gone. 
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Catclied in a shower coming back. Convinced that 
my weather-glass is the best in Cambridge. 

^ Ditto, Twehe. Dressed. Sauntered up to the 
Fishraonger’s-liilL Met Mr. H. and went with him 
to Peterhouse. Cook made us wait thirty-six minutes 
beyond the time. The company, some of ray Ema- 
nuel friends. For dinner, a pair of soles, a leg of pork 
and peas among other things. Mem. Pease- pudding 
not boiled enough. Cook reprimanded and sconced 
in my presence. 

‘ biifo, after dinner. Pain in my ancle retuins. 
Dull all the afternoon. Rallied for being no company. 
Mr. H.'s account of the accommodations on the road 
in his Bath journey. 

^ Ditto, Sw. Got into spirits. Never was more chat- 
ty. We sat late at whist. Mr. H. and self agreed at 
parting to take a gentle ride, and dine at the old 
house on the London road to-morrow. 

‘ Thursday, Nine. My sempstress. She has lost the 
measure of my wrist. Forced to be measured again. 
The baggage has got a trick of smiling. 

" Ditto, Ten to Eleven. Made some rappee-snufip. 
Read the magazines. Received a present of pickles 
from Miss Pilcocks. Mem. To send in return some 
collared eel, which I know both the old lady and miss 
are fond of. 

^ Ditto, Eleven. Glass very high. Mounted at the 
gate with Mr. H. Horse skittish and wants exercise. 
Arrive at the old house. All the provisions bespoke 
by some rakish fellow-commoner in the next room, 
who had been on a scheme to Newmarket. Could 
get nothing but mutton-chops oJfF the worst end. 
Port V^ry new. Agree to try some other bouse to- 
morrow. 


^ Here the Journal breaks off: for the next morn- 
ing, my friend informs me, our genial academic 
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was waked with a severe fit of the gout ; and, at pre- 
sent, enjoys all the dignity of that disease. But I be- 
lieve we have lost nothing by this interruption : since 
a continuation ofthe remainder of the Journal, through 
the remainder of the week, would most probably have 
exhibited nothing more than a repeated relation of 
the same circumstances of idling and luxury. 

‘ I hope it will not be concluded, from this speci- 
men of academic life, that I have attempted to decry 
our universities. If literature is not the essential re- 
quisite of the modern academic, I am yet persuaded 
that Cambridge and Oxford, however degenerated, 
surpass the fashionable academies of our metropolis, 
and the gymnasia of foreign countries. The number 
of learned persons in these celebrated seats is still 
considerable, and more conveniences and opportuni- 
ties for study still subsist in them, than in any other 
place. There is at least one very powerful incentive 
to learning ; I mean the Genius of the place. It is a 
sort of inspiring deity, which every youth of quick 
sensibility and ingenuous disposition creates to him- 
self, by reflecting, that he is placed under those ve- 
nerable walls, where a Hooker and a Hammond, a 
Bacon and a Newton, once pursued the same course 
of science, and from whence they soared to the most 
elevated heights of literary fame. This is that incite^ 
ment which Tully, according to his own testimony, ex- 
perienced at Athens, when he contemplated the porti- 
cos where Socrates sat, and the laurel-groves where 
Plato disputed. But there are other circumstances, 
and of the highest importance, which, render our col- 
leges superior to all other places of education. Their 
institutions, although somewhat fallen from their pri- 
meval simplicity, are such as iMuence in a particu- 
lar manner, the moral conduct of their youth ; and 
in this general depravity of manners and laxity ofprin- 
ciples, pure religion is no where more strongly incul- 
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cated. The academies, as they are presumptuously 
styledj are too low to be mentioned ; and foreign 
seminaries are likely to prejudice the unwary mind 
with Calvinism. But English universities render their 
students virtuous, at least by excluding all opportu- 
nities of vice ; and, by teaching them the principles 
of the Church of England, confirm them in those of 
true Christianity/ 


34. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 9, 1758. 


To illustrate one thing by its resemblance to another, 
has been always the most popular and efficacious art 
of instruction. There is indeed no other method of 
teaching that of which any one is ignorant, but by 
means of something already known ; and a mind so 
enlarged by contemplation and inquiry, that it has 
always many objects within its view, will seldom be 
long without some near and familiar image through 
which an easy transition may be made to truths 
more distant and obscure. 

Of the parallels which have been drawn by wit 
and curiosity, some are literal and real, as between 
poetry and painting, two arts which pursue the same 
end, by the operation of the same mental faculties, 
and which differ only as the one represents things 
by marks permanent and natural, the other by signs 
accidental and arbitrary. The one therefore is more 
easily and generally understood, since similitude of 
form is immediately perceived ; the other is capable 
of conveying more ideas; for men have tliouglit and 
spoken of many things which they do not see. 

Other parallels are fortuitous and fanciful, yet 



IDLER. 


34 . 


ill 


these have sometimes been extended to many parti- 
culars of resemblance by a lucky concurrence of 
diligence and chance. The animal body is composed 
of many members, united under the direction of one 
mind; any number of individuals, connected for 
some common purpose, is therefore called a body. 
From this participation of the same appellation arose 
the comparison of the body natural and body politic, 
of which, how far soever it has been deduced, no end 
has hitherto been found. 

In these imaginary similitudes, the same word is 
used at once in its primitive and metaphorical sense. 
Thus health, ascribed to the body natural, is opposed 
to sickness ; but attributed to the body politic stands 
as contrary to adversity. These parallels, therefore, 
have more of genius, but less of truth ; they often 
please, but they never convince. 

Of this kind is a curious speculation frequently 
indulged by a philosopher of my acquaintance, who 
had discovered, that the qualities requisite to con- 
versation are very exactly represented by a bowl of 
punch. 

^ Punch,’ says this profound investigator, ^ is a 
liquor compounded of spirit and acid juices, sugar 
and water. The spirit, volatile and fiery, is the pro- 
per emblem of vivacity and wit ; the acidity of the 
lemon will very aptly figure pungency of raillery, 
and acrimony of censure, sugar is the natural repre- 
sentative of luscious adulation and gentle complais- 
ance ; and water is the proper hieroglyphic of easy 
prattle, innocent and tasteless. 

' Spirit alone is too powerful for use. It will pro- 
duce madness rather than merriment ; and instead 
of quenching thirst will inflame the blood. Thus 
wit, too copiously poured ou^ agitates the hearer with 
emotions rather violent than pleasing; every one 
shrinks from the force of its oppression, the company 
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sits entranced and overpowered ; all are astonished y 
but nobody is pleased. 

‘ The acid juices give this genial liquor all its 
power of stimulating the palate. Convex sation would 
become dull and vapid, if negligence were not some- 
times roused, and sluggishness quickened by due 
severity of reprehension. But acids unmixed will 
distort the face and torture the palate ; and he that 
has no other qualities than penetration and asperity, 
he whose constant employment is detection and cen- 
sure, who looks only to find faults, and speaks only 
to punish them, will soon be dreaded, hated, and 
avoided. 

^ The taste of sugar is generally pleasing, but it 
cannot long be eaten by itself. Thus meekness and 
courtesy will always recommend the first address, 
but soon pall and nauseate, unless they are associated 
with more sprightly qualities. The chief use of su- 
gar is to temper the taste of other substances ; and 
softness of behaviour in the same manner mitigates 
the roughness of contradiction, and allays the bitter- 
ness of unwelcome truth. 

‘ Water is the universal vehicle by which are con- 
veyed the particles necessary to sustenance and 
growth, by which thirst is quenched, and all the 
wants of life and nature are supplied. Thus all the 
business of the world is transacted by artless and 
easy talk, neither sublimed by fancy, nor discoloured 
by afiectation, without cither the harshness of satire, 
or the lusciousness of flattery. By this limpid vein 
of language, curiosity is gratified, and all the know- 
ledge is conveyed which one man is required to im- 
part for the safety or convenience of another. Wa- 
ter is the only ingredient in punch which can be used 
alone, and with which man is content till fancy has 
framed an artificial want. Thus while we only de- 
sire to have our ignorance infomaed, we are most 
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delighted with the’plainest diction; and it is only in 
the moments of idleness or pride, that we call for 
the gratifications of wit or flattery. 

‘ He only will please long, who, by tempering the 
acidity of satire with the sugar of civility, and allay- 
ing the heat of wit with the frigidity of humble chat, 
can make the true punch of conversation ; and as 
that punch can be drank in the greatest quantity 
which has the largest proportion of water, so that 
companion will be oftenest welcome, whose talk 
flows out with inoifensive copiousness, and unenvied 
insipidity/ 


N" 35. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 16, 1758. 


* To THE Idler. 

‘ MR. IDLER, 

‘ If it be difficult to persuade the idle to be busy, it 
IS likewise, as experience has taught me, not easy 
to convince the busy that it is better to be idle. 
When you shall despair of stimulating sluggishness 
to motion, I hope you will turn your thoughts to- 
wards the means of stilling the bustle of pernicious 
activity. 

I am the unfortunate husband of a buyer of bar^ 
gains. My wife has somewhere heard that a good 
housewife never has any thing to purchase •when it is 
wanted. This maxim is often in her mouth, and 
always in her head. She is not one of those philo- 
sophical talkers that speculate without practice, and 
learn sentences of wisdom only to repeat them ; she 
is always making additions to her stores ; she never 
looks into a broker's shop, but she spies somethings 
l3 
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that may be wanted some time 5 and it is impossible 
to make her pass the door of a house where she 
hears goods selling by auction, 

‘ Whatever she thinks cheap, she holds it the duty 
of an economist to buy; in consequence of this 
maxim, we are encumbered on every side with use- 
less lumber. The servants can scarcely creep to 
their beds thiough the chests and boxes that sur- 
round them. The carpenter is employed once a 
week in building closets, fixing cupboards, and fast- 
ening shelves ; and my house has the appearance of 
a ship stored for a voyage to the colonies. 

^ I had often observed that advertisements set her 
on fire; and therefore, pretending to emulate her 
laudable frugality, I forbade the newspaper to be 
taken any longer ; but my precaution is vain ; I 
know not by what fatality, or by what confederacy, 
every catalogue of genuine furniture comes to her 
hand, every advertisement of a newspaper newly 
opened is in her pocket-book, and she knows be- 
fore any of her neighbours when the stock of any 
man leaving of trade is to be sold cheap for ready 
money. 

‘ Such intelligence is to my dear one the Siren’s 
song. No engagement, no duty, no interest, can 
withhold her from a sale, from which she always 
returns congratulating herself upon hei dexterity at 
a bargain ; the porter lays down his burden 111 the 
hall ; she displays her new acquisitions, and spends 
the rest of the day in contriving where they shall 
be put. 

‘As she cannot bear to have any thing incomplete, 
one purchase necessitates another ; she has twenty 
feather-beds more than she can use, and a late sale 
has s applied her with a pioportionabie number of 
Whitney blankets, a large roll of linen foi sheets, 
and ^l^^e quilts ftr every bed, which she bought be- 
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cause tlie seller told her, that if she would clear hi,v 
hands he would let her have a bargain. 

‘ Thus by hourly encroachments my habitation is 
made narrower and narrower ; the dining-room is so 
crowded with tables, that dinner scarcely can be 
served ; the parlour is decorated with so many piles 
of china, that I daie not step within the door ; at 
every turn of the staii s I have a clock, and half the 
windows of the upper doors are darkened, that 
shelves may be set before them. 

‘ This, however, might be borne, if she would gra- 
tify iier own inclinations without opposing mine. 
But I who am idle am luxurious, and she condemns 
me to live upon salt provision. She knows the 
loss of buying in small quantities, we have therefore 
^vlioie hogs and quarters of oxen. Part of our meat 
is tainted before it is eaten, and part is thrown away 
because it is spoiled, but she persists in her system, 
and will never buy any thing by single pennyworths. 

* The common vice of those who are still grasp- 
ing at more, is to neglect that which they already 
possess ; but. from this failing my charmer is free. 
It is the great care of her life that the pieces of beef 
should be boiled in the order in which they are 
bought ; that the second bag of peas should not be 
opened till the first were eaten; that every feather-bed 
shall be lain on in its turn ; that the carpets should 
be taken out of the chests once a month and brushed; 
and the rolls of linen opened now and then before 
the fire. She is daily inquiring after the best traps 
for mice, and keeps the rooms always scented by 
fumigations to destroy the moths. She employs a 
workman from lime to time to adjust six clocks that 
never go, and clean five jacks that rust in the gar- 
ret ; and a woman in the next alley lives by scour- 
ing the brass and pewter, which are only laid up to 
tarnish again. 
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‘ She is always imagining some distant time in 
which she shall use whatever she accumulates; she 
has four looking-glasses which she cannot hang up 
in her house, but which will be handsome in more 
lofty rooms ; and pays rent for the place of a vast 
copper in some warehouse, because when we live in 
the country we shall brew our own beer. 

^ Of this life I have long been weary, but I know 
not how to change it ; all the married men whom I 
consult advise me to have patience; but some old 
bachelors are of opinion, that since she loves sales so 
well, she should have a sale of her own ; and I have, 
I think, resolved to open her hoards, and advertise 
an auction. I am, Sir, 

Your very humble servant, 

Peter Plenty.’ 


36. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 23, 1758. 


The great differences that disturb the peace of man- 
kind are not about ends, but means. We have all 
the same general desires, but how those desires shall 
be accomplished will for ever be disputed. The ulti- 
mate purpose of government is temporal, and that 
of religion is eternal, happiness. Hitherto we agree; 
but here we must part to try, according to the end- 
less varieties of passion and understanding, com- 
bined with one another, every possible form of go- 
vernment, and every imaginable tenet of religion. 

We are told by Cumberland, that rectitude, applied 
to action or contemplation, is merely metaphorical ; 
and that as a right line describes the shortest passage 
from point to point, so a right action affects a good 
design by the fewest means ; and so likewise a right 
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opinion is that which connects distant truths by the 
shortest train of intermediate propositions. 

To find the nearest way from truth to truth, oi 
from purpose to effect, not to use more instruments 
where fewer will be sufficient, not to move by wheels 
and levers what will give way to the naked hand, is 
the great proof of a healthful and vigorous mind, 
neither feeble with helpless ignorance, nor over- 
burdened with unwieldy knowledge. 

But there are men who seem to think nothing so 
much the characteristic of a genius, as to do com- 
mon things in an uncommon manner; like Hudi- 
bras, to ‘ tell the clock by algebra;' or like the lady 
in Dr. Young’s satires, ‘ to drink tea by stratagem ;’ 
to quit the beaten track only because it is known, 
and take a new path, however crooked or rough, 
because the straight was found out before. 

Every man speaks and writes with intent to be 
understood ; and it can seldom happen but he that 
understands himself might convey his notions to an- 
other, if, content to be understood, he did not seek 
to be admired ; but when once be begins to contrive 
how his sentiments may be received, not with most 
ease to his reader, but with most advantage to him- 
self, he then transfers his consideration from words 
to sounds, from sentences to periods, and as he grows 
more elegant becomes less intelligible. 

It is difficult to enumerate every species of authors 
whose labours counteract themselves ; the man of 
exuberance and copiousness, who diffuses every 
thought through so many diversities of expression, 
that it is lost like water in a mist ; the ponderous 
dictator of sentences, whose notions are delivered in 
the lump, and are, like uncoined bullion, of more 
weight than use ; the liberal illustrator, who shews 
by examples and comparisons what was clearly seen 
when it v/as first proposed ; and the stately son of 
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demonstration, who proves with mathematical for- 
mality what no man has yet pretended to doubt. 

There is a mode of style for which I know not that 
the masters of oratory have yet found a name ; a 
style by which the most evident truths are so ob- 
scured, that they can no longer be perceived, and 
the most familiar propositions so disguised that they 
cannot be known. Every other kind of eloquence is 
the dress of sense ; but this is the mask by which a 
true master of his art will so effectually conceal it, 
that a man will as easily mistake his own positions, 
if he meets them thus transformed, as he may pass 
in a masquerade his nearest acquaintance. 

This style may be called the terrijic, for its chief 
intention is, to terrify and amaze; it maybe termed 
the repulsive^ for its natural effect is to drive away 
the reader; or it may be distinguished, in plain 
English, by the denomination of the bugbear sfi/le, 
for it has more terror than danger, and will appear 
less formidable as it is more nearly approached. 

A mother tells her infant, that two mid two make 
four; the child remembers the proposition, and is 
able to count four to all the purposes of life, till the 
course of his education brings him among philoso- 
phers who fright him from his former knowledge, 
by telling him, that four is a certain aggregate of 
units ; that all numbers being only the repetition of 
an unit, which, though not a number itself, is the 
parent, root, or original of all number, four is the 
denomination assigned to a certain number of such 
repetitions. The only danger is, lest, when he first 
hears these dreadful sounds, the pupil should run 
away ; if he has but the courage to stay till the con- 
clusion, he will find that, when speculation has done 
its worst, two and two still make four. 

An illustrious example of this species of eloquence 
'tay be found in Letters concerning Mind. The 
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author begins by declaring, that ^ the sorts of things 
are things that now are, have been, and shall be, and 
the things that strictly arej In this position, except 
the last clause, in which he uses something of the 
scholastic language, there is nothing but what every 
man has heard and imagines himself to know. But 
who would not believe that some wonderful novelty 
is presented to his intellect when he is afterward 
told, in the true bugbear style, that ‘ the ares, in the 
former sense, are things that lie between the Aar’e- 
beens and shalUbes, The ha’ce-beens are things that 
are past; the shalUbes are things that are to come; 
and the things that are, in the latter sense, are things 
that have not been, nor shall he, nor stand in the 
midst of such as are before them, or shall be after 
them. The things that have been, and shall be, have 
respect to present, past, and future. Those likewise 
that now are have moreover place; that, for instance, 
which is here, that which is to the east, that which is 
to the west.' 

All this, my dear reader, is very strange; but 
though it be strange, it is not new; survey these 
wonderful sentences again, and they will be found 
to contain nothing more than very plain truths, 
which till this author arose had always been deli, 
vered in plain language. 


N" 37. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 30, 1758. . 


Those who are skilled in the extraction and prepa- 
ration of metals, declare, that iron is every where to 
be found ; and that not only its proper ore is copiously 
treasured in the caverns of the eaith, but that its 
particles are dispersed throughout all other bodies. 
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If the extent of the human view could comprehend 
the whole frame of the universe, I believe it would 
be found invariably true, that Providence has given 
that in greatest plenty, which the condition of life 
makes of greatest use; and that nothing is penu- 
riously imparted or placed far from the reach of man, 
of which, a more liberal distribution, or more easy 
acquisition, would increase real and rational felicity. 

Iron is common, and gold is rare. Iron contri- 
butes so much to supply the wants of nature, that its 
use constitutes much of the diJfference between savage 
and polished life, between the state of him that slum- 
bers in European palaces, and him that shelters him- 
self in the cavities of a rock from the chilness of the 
night, or the violence of the storm. Gold can never be 
hardened into saws or axes; it can neither furnish 
instruments of manufacture, utensils of agriculture, 
noi weapons of defence! its only quality is to shine, 
and the value of its lustre arises from its scarcity. 

Throughout the whole circle, both of natural and 
moral life, necessaries are as iron, and superfluities 
as gold. What we really need we may readily ob- 
tain ; so readily, that far the greater part of mankind 
has, in the wantonness of abundance, confounded 
natural with artificial desires, and invented necessi- 
ties for the sake of employment, because the mind is 
impatient of inaction, and life is sustained with so 
little labour, that the tediousness of idle time can- 
not otherwise be supported. 

Thus plenty is the original cause of many of our 
needs ; and even the poverty, which is so frequent 
and distressful in civilized nations, proceeds often 
from that change of manners which opulence has pro- 
duced. Nature makes us poor only when we want 
necessaries ; but custom gives the name of poverty 
to the want of superfluities. 

When Socrates passed through shops of toys and 
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ornamentSj lie cried out, ‘ How many things are here 
which I do not need !’ And the same exclamation 
may every man make who surveys the common ac- 
commodations of life. 

Superfluity and difficulty begin together. To dress 
food for the stomach is easy, the art is to irritate the 
palate when the stomach is sufficed. A rude hand 
may build walls, form roofs, and lay floors, and pro- 
vide all that warmth and security require ; we only 
call the nicer artificers to carve the cornice, or to 
paint the ceilings. Such dress as may enable the body 
to endure the different seasons, the most unenlight- 
ened nations have been able to procure ; but the 
woik of science begins m the ambition of distinction, 
in variations of fashion, and emulation of elegance. 
Corn grows with easy culture ; the gardener’s ex- 
periments are only employed to exalt the flavours of 
fruits, and brighten the colours of flowers. 

Even of knowledge, those parts are mosteasy which 
are generally necessary. The intercourse of society 
is maintained without the elegances of language. Fi- 
gures, criticisms, and refinements, ate the work of 
those whom idleness makes weary of themselves. 
The commerce of the world is carried on by easy me- 
thods of computation. Subtilty and study are re- 
quired only when questions are invented merely to 
puzzle, and calculations are extended to shew the 
skill of the calculator. The light of the sun is equally 
beneficial to him whose eyes tell him that it moves, 
and to him whose reason persuades him that it stands 
still; and plants grow with the same luxuriance, 
whether we suppose earth or water the parent of vege- 
tation. 

If we raise our thoughts to nobler inquiries, we 
shall still find facility concurring with usefulness. 
No man needs stay to be virtuous till the moralists 
have determined the essence of virtue ; our duty is 

XXXXIIn M 
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made apparent by its proximate consequences, though 
the general and ultimate reason should never be dis- 
covered. Religion may regulate the life of him to 
whom the Scotists and Thomists are alike unknown ; 
and the assertors of fate and free-will, however dif- 
ferent in their talk, agree to act in the same manner. 

It is not my intention to depreciate the politer arts 
or abstruser studies. That curiosity which always 
succeeds ease and plenty, was undoubtedly given us 
as a proof of capacity which our present state is not 
abl6 to fill, as a preparative for some better mode of 
existence, which shall furnish employment for the 
whole soul, and where pleasure shall be adequate to 
our powers of fruition. In the mean time let us 
gratefully acknowledge that goodness which grants 
us ease at a cheap rate, which changes the seasons 
where the nature of heat and cold has not been yet 
examined, and gives the vicissitudes of day and night 
to those who never marked the tropics, or numbered 
the constellations. 


N‘> 38. SATURDAY, JANUARY 6, 1759. 


Since the publication of the letter concerning the 
condition of those who are confined m jails by their 
creditors, an inquiry is said to have been made, by 
which it appears that more than twenty thousand^ 
are at this time prisoners for debt. 

We often look with indifference on the successive 
parts of that, which, if the whole were seen together, 
would shake us with emotion. A debtor is dragged 
to prison, pitied for a moment, and then forgotten ; 

* This number was at that time confidently j^ublished, but 
the author has since found reason to question the calculation. 
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another follows him, and is lost alike in the caverns 
of oblivion ; but when the whole mass of calamity 
rises up at once, when twenty thousand reasonable 
beings are heard all groaningin unnecessary misery, 
not by the infirmity of nature, but the mistake or 
negligence of policy, who can forbear to pity and 
lament, to wonder and abhor ! 

There is here no need of declamatory vehemence ; 
we live in an age of commerce and computation ; let 
us therefore coolly inquire what is the sum of evil 
which the imprisonment of debtors brings upon our 
country. 

It seems to be the opinion of the later computists, 
that the inhabitants of England do not exceed six 
millions of which twenty thousand is the three hun- 
dredth part. What shall we say of the humanity 
or the wisdom of a nation, that voluntarily sacrifices 
one in every three hundred to lingering destruction I 

The misfortunes of an individual do not extend 
their influence to many ; yet if we consider the effects 
of consanguinity and friendship, and the general reci- 
procation of wants and benefits, which make one man 
dear or necessary to another, it may reasonably be 
supposed, that every man languishing in prison gives 
trouble of some kind to two others who love or need 
him. By this multiplication of misery we see dis- 
tress extended to the hundredth part of the whole 
society. 

If we estimate at a shilling a day what is lost by 
tbe inaction and consumed in the support of each man 
thus chained down to involuntary idleness, the pub- 
lic loss will rise in one year to three hundred thou- 
sand pounds ; in ten years to more than a sixth part 
of our circulating coin. 

I am afraid that those who are best acquainted 
with the state of our prisons will confess that my con- 
jecture is too near the truth, when I suppose that the 

M 2 
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corrosion of resentment, the heaviness of sorrow, the 
corruption of confined air, the want of exercise, and 
sometimes of food, the contagion of diseases, from 
which there is no retreat, and the severity of tyrants, 
against whom there can be no resistance, and all the 
complicated horrors of a prison, pat an end every year 
to the life of one in four of those that are shut up from 
the common comforts of human life. 

Thus perish yearly five thousand men, overborne 
with sorrow, consumed by famine, or putrified by 
filth ; many of them in the most vigorous and useful 
part of life ; for the thoughtless and imprudent are 
commonly young, and the active and busy are seldom 
old. 

According to the rule generally received, which 
supposes that one in thirty dies yearly, the race of 
man may be said to be renewed at the end of thirty 
years. Who would have believed till now, that of 
every English generation, a hundred and fifty thou- 
sand perish in our jails! that in every century, a 
nation eminent for science, studious of commerce, 
ambitious of empire, should willingly lose, in noisome 
dungeons, five hundred thousand of its inhabitants ; 
a number greater than has ever been destroyed in the 
same time by the pestilence and sword ! 

A very late occurrence may shew us the value of 
the number which we thus condemn to be useless ; 
in the re-establishment of the trained bands, thirty 
thousand are considered as a force sufficient against 
all exigencies. While, therefore, \vq detain twenty 
thousand m prison, we shut up in darkness and use- 
lessness two-thirds of an army which ourselves judge 
equal to the defence of our country. 

The monastic institutions have been often blamed 
as tending to retard the increase of mankind. And 
perhaps retirement ought rarely to be permitted, 
except to those whose employment is consistent 
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with abstraction, and who, though solitary, will not 
be idle ; to those whom infirmity makes useless to 
the commonwealth, or to those who have paid their 
due proportion to society, and who, having lived for 
others, may be honourably dismissed to live for 
themselves. But whatever be the evil or the folly of 
these retreats, those have no right to censure them 
whose prisons contain greater numbers than the 
monasteries of other countries. It is, surely, less 
foolish and less criminal to permit inaction than 
compel it; to comply with doubtful opinions of hap- 
piness, than condemn to certain and apparent mise- 
ry; to indulge the extravagances of erroneous piety, 
than to multiply and enforce temptations to wicked- 
ness. 

The misery of jails is not half their evil : they are 
filled with every corruption which poverty and wick- 
edness can generate between them; with all the 
shameless and profiigate enormities that can be pro- 
duced by the impudence of ignominy, the rage of 
want, and the malignity of despair. In a prison, 
the awe of the public eye is lost, and the power of 
the law is spent ; there are few fears, there are^ no 
blushes. The lewd inflame the lewd, the audacious 
harden the audacious. Every one fortifies himself 
as he can against his own sensibility, endeavours to 
practise on others the arts which are practised on 
himself; and gains the kindness of his associates by 
similitude of manners. 

Thus some sink amidst their misery, and others 
survive only to propagate villany. It may be hoped, 
that our lawgivers will at length take away from us 
this power of starving and depraving one another ; 
but, if there be any reason why this inveterate evil 
should not be removed in our age, which true policy 
has enlightened beyond any former time, let those, 
whose Writings form the opinions and the practices 
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of their contemporaries, endeavour to transfer the 
reproach of such imprisonment from the debtor to 
the Cl editor, till universal infamy shall pursue the 
wretch whose wantonness of power, or revenge of 
disappointment, condemns another to torture and to 
ruin ; till he shall be hunted through the world as 
an enemy to man, and find in riches no shelter from 
contempt. 

Surely, he whose debtor has perished in prison, 
although he may acquit himself of deliberate murder, 
must at least have his mind clouded with discontent, 
when he considers how much another has suffered 
from him; when he thinks on the wife bewailing her 
husband, or the children begging the bread which 
their father would have earned. If there are any 
made so obdurate by avarice or cruelty, as to revolve 
these consequences without dread or pity, I must 
leave them to be awakened by some other power, 
for I write only to human beings. 


39. SATURDAY, JANUARY 13, 1759. 


^ To THE Idler. 

* SIR, 

^As none look more diligently about them than those 
who have nothing to do, or who do nothing, I suppose 
it has. not escaped your observation, that the brace- 
let, an ornament of great antiquity, has been for 
some years revived among the English ladies. 

‘ The genius of our nation is said, I know not for 
what reason, to appear rather in improvement than 
invention. The bracelet was known in the earliest 
ages ; but it was formerly only a hoop of gold, or a 
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cluster of jewels, and shewed nothing' but the wealth 
or vanity of the wearer; till our ladies, by carrying 
pictures on their wrists, made their ornaments works 
of fancy and exercises of judgment. 

‘ This addition of art to luxury is one of the innu- 
merable proofs that might be given of the late in- 
crease of female erudition ; and I have often congra- 
tulated myself that my life has happened at a time 
when those, on whom so much of human felicity de- 
pends, have learned to think as well as speak, and 
when respect takes possession of the ear, while love 
is entering at the eye. 

^ I have observed, that, even by the suffrages of 
their own sex, those ladies are accounted wisest, who 
do not yet disdain to be taught ; and, therefore, I 
shall offer a few hints for the completion of the 
bracelet, without any dread of the fate of Orpheus. 

‘ To the ladies who wear the pictures of their hus- 
bands or children, or any other relations, I can offer 
nothing more decent or more proper. It is reason- 
able to believe that she intends at least to perform 
her duty, who carries a perpetual excitement to 
recollection and caution, whose own ornaments must 
upbraid her with every failure, and who, by an open 
violation of her engagements, must for ever forfeit 
her bracelet. 

^ Yet I know not whether it is the interest of the 
husband to solicit very earnestly a place on the brace- 
let. If his image be not in the heart, it is of small 
avail to bang it on the hand. A husband encircled 
with diamonds and rubies may gain some esteem, 
but will never excite love. He that thinks himself 
most secure of his wife, should be fearful of perse- 
cuting her continually with his presence. The joy 
of life is variety; the tenderest love requires to be 
rekindled by intervals of absence ; and Fidelity her- 
self will be wearied with transferring her eye only 
from the same man to the same picture. 
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^ In many countries the condition of every woman 
is known by her dress. Marriage is rewarded with 
some honourable distinction, which celibacy is for- 
bidden to usurp. Some such information a bracelet 
might afford. The ladies might enrol themselves 
in distinct classes, and carry in open view the em- 
blems of their order. The bracelet of the authoress 
may exhibit the Muses in a grove of laurel; the 
housewife may shew Penelope with her web ; the 
votress of a single life may carry Ursula with her 
troop of virgins ; the gamester may have Fortune with 
her wheel ; and those women that have no character 
at all,^* may display a field of white enamel, as im- 
ploring help to fill up the vacuity. 

^ There is a set of ladies who have outlived most 
animal pleasures, and, having nothing rational to 
put in their place, solace with cards the loss of what 
time has taken away, and the want of what wisdom, 
having never been courted, has never given. For 
these, I know not how to provide a proper decoration. 
They cannot be numbered among the gamesters ; for 
though they are always at play, they play for no- 
thing, and never rise to the dignity of hazard, or the 
reputation of skill. They neither love nor are loved, 
and cannot be supposed to contemplate any human 
image with delight. Yet, though they despair to 
please, they always wish to be fine, and therefore 
cannot be without a bracelet. To this sisterhood 1 
can recommend nothing more likely to please them 
than the king of clubs, a personage very comely and 
majestic, who will never meet their eyes without 
reviving the thought of some past or future party, 
and who may be displayed in the act of dealing with 
grace and propriety. 

‘ But the bracelet which might be most easily in- 
troduced into general use is a small convex mirror, 
in which the lady may see herself whenever she shall 
hf'fc her hand. This will be a pei-petual source of 



3 ^. IDLER. 129 

delight. Other ornaments are of use only in public, 
but this will furnish gratifications to solitude. This 
will shew a face that must always please ; she who 
is followed by admirers will carry about her a per- 
petual justification of the public voice ; and she who 
passes without notice may appeal from prejudice to 
her own eyes. 

^ But I know not why the privilege of the bracelet 
should be confined to women ; it was in former ages 
worn by heroes in battle; and as modern soldieis 
are always distinguished by splendour of dress, 
I should rejoice to see the bracelet added to the 
cockade. 

‘ In hope of this ornamental innovation, I have spent 
some thoughts upon military bracelets. There is no 
passion more heroic than love; and therefore 1 
should be glad to see the sons of England marching 
in the field, every man with the picture of a woman 
of honour bound upon his hand. But since in the 
army, as every w^here else, there will always bo men 
who love nobody but themselves, or whom no woman 
of honour will permit to love her, there is a necessity 
of some other distinctions and devices. 

^ I have read of a prince who, having lost a town, 
ordered the name of it to be every morning shouted 
in his ear till it should be recovered. For the same 
purpose I think the prospect of Minorca might be 
properly worn on the hands of some of our generals ; 
others might delight their countrymen, and dignify 
themselves with a view of Rochefort, as it appeared 
to them at sea : and those that shall return from the 
conquest of America, may exhibit the warehouse of 
Frontenac, with an inscription denoting, that it was 
taken in less than three years by dess than twenty 
thousand men. I am, Sir, &:c. 

Tom Toyd 



130 


IDLER. 


N® 40 


N« 40. SATURDAY, JANUARY 20, 1759. 


The practice of appending to the narratives of pub- 
lic transactions more minute and domestic intelli- 
gence, and filling the newspapers with advertise- 
ments, has grown up by slow degrees to its present 
state. 

Genius is shewn only by invention. The man who 
first took advantage of the general curiosity that was 
excited by a siege or battle, to betray the readers of 
news into the knowledge of the shop where the best 
puffs and powder were to be sold, was undoubtedly 
a man of great sagacity and profound skill in the 
nature of man. But when he had once shewn the 
way, it was easy to follow him ; and every man now 
knows a ready method of informing the public of all 
that he desires to buy or sell, whether his wares be 
material or intellectual ; whether he makes clothes, 
or teaches the mathematics ; whether he be a tutor 
that wants a pupil, or a pupil that wants a tutor. 

Whatever is common is despised. Advertisements 
are now so numerous that they are very negligently 
perused, and it is therefore become necessary to 
gain attention by magnificence of promises, and by 
eloquence, sometimes sublime and sometimes pa- 
thetic. 

Promise, large promise, is the soul of an adver- 
tisement. I remember a mshball that had a qua- 
lity truly wonderful — it gave ^ an exquisite edge to 
the razor.' And there are now to be sold, ^ for ready 
money only,’ some * duvets for bed-coverings, of down, 
beyond comparison, superior to what is called otter- 
down/ and indeed such, that its ^ many excellences 
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cannot be here set forth/ With one excellence we 
are made acquainted — ‘ it is warmer than four or five 
blankets, and lighter than one/ 

There are some, however, that know the prejudice 
of mankind in favour of modest sincerity. The vender 
of the ‘beautifying fluid^ sells a lotion that repels 
pimples, washes away freckles, smooths the skin, and 
plumps the flesh ; and yet, with a generous abhor- 
rence of ostentation, confesses, that it will not ^ re- 
store the bloom of fifteen to a lady of fifty/ 

The true pathos of advertisements must have sunk 
deep into the heart of every man that remembers the 
zeal shewn by the seller of the ‘ anodyne necklace,' 
for the ease and safety ‘ of poor toothing infants,' 
and the affection with which he warned every mo- 
ther, that ‘ she would never forgive herself' if her 
infant should perish without a necklace. 

I cannot but remark to the celebrated author who 
gave, in his notifications of the camel and drome- 
dary, so many specimens of the genuine sublime, 
that there is now arrived another subject yet more 
worthy of his pen. ‘ A famous Mohawk Indian war- 
rior, who took Dieskaw the French general prisoner, 
dressed in the same manner with the native Indians 
when they go to war, with his face and body painted, 
with his scalping-knife, tom-axe, and all other imple- 
ments of war ! a sight worthy the curiosity of every 
true Briton 1' This is a very powerful description ; 
but a critic of great refinement would say, that it 
conveys rather horror than terror. An Indian, dressed 
as he goes to war, may bring company together; but 
if he carries the scalping-knife, and tom-axe, there 
are many true Britons that will never be persuaded 
to see him but through a grate. 

It has been remarked by the severer judges, that 
the salutary sorrow of tragic scenes is too soon ef- 
faced by the merriment of the epilogue ; the same 
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inconvenience arises from the improper disposition 
of advertisements. The noblest objects may be so 
associated as to be made ridiculous. The camel and 
dromedary themselves mig'ht have lost much of their 
dignity between ' the true fJour of mustard’ and the 
‘ original Daffy’s elixir ;’ and I could not but feel 
some indignation, when I found this illustrious In- 
dian warrior immediately succeeded by ^ a fresh par- 
,cel of Dublin butter.’ 

The trade of advertising is now so near to perfec- 
tion, that it is not easy to propose any improvement. 
But as every art ought to be exercised in due subor- 
dination to the public good, I canuot but propose 
it as a moral question to these masters of the public 
ear, Whether they do not sometimes play too wan- 
tonly with our passions, as when the registrar of lot- 
tery-tickets invites us to his shop by an account of 
the prizes which he sold last year ; and whether the 
advertising controvertists do not indulge asperity of 
language without any adequate provocation; as in 
the dispute about straps for razors, now happily sub- 
sided, and in the altercation which at present subsists 
concerning eau de luce ? 

In an advertisement it is allowed to every man to 
speak well of himself, but I knownot why he should 
assume the privilege of censuring his neighbour. He 
may proclaim his own virtue or skill, but ought not 
to exclude others from the same pretensions. 

Every man that advertises his own excellence 
should write with some consciousness of character 
which dares to call the attention of the public. He 
should remember that his name is to stand in the 
same paper with those of the King of Prussia and 
the Emperor of Germany, and endeavour to make 
himself worthy of such association. 

Some regard is likewise to be paid to posterity. 
There are anen of diligence and curiosity who trea- 
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sure up the papers of the day merely because 
others neglect them, and m time they will be scarce. 
When these collections shall be read in another 
century, how will numberless contradictions be re- 
conciled ; and how shall fame be possibly distri- 
buted among the tailors and boddice-inakers of the 
present age ? 

Surely these things deserve consideration. It is 
enough for me to have hinted my desire that these 
abuses may be rectified ; but such is the state of na- 
ture, that what all have the right of doing, many will 
attempt without sufficient care or due qualification. 


N" 41. SATURDAY, JANUARY 27, 1759. 


The following letter relates to an afiliction peihaps 
not necessaiy to be imparted to the public; but I 
could not persuade myself to suppress it, because I 
think I know the sentiments to be sincere, and I 
feel no disposition to provide for this day any other 
entertainment. 

At tu quisquis, iiiiseri qui crucla poetw 
Cicdideris fletu funera digna tuo, 

Jlsec postrema tibi sit fleiidi cau&a, fluatqiie 
Lenis inoffcnso vitaque inorsque gradu. 

‘ MR. IDLER, 

‘ Notwithstanding the warnings of philosophers, 
and the daily examples of losses and misfortunes 
which life forces upon our observation, such is the 
absorption of our thoughts in the business of the 
present day, such the resignation of our reason to 
empty hopes of future felicity, or such our unwilling- 
ness to foresee what we dread, that every calamity 
comes suddenly upon us, and not only presses us as 
a burden, but crushes as a blow. 
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* There are evils which happen out of the common 
course of nature, against which it is no reproach 
not to be provided. A flash of lightning inter- 
cepts the traveller in his way. The concussion of 
an earthquake heaps the ruins of cities upon their 
inhabitants. But other miseries time brings, though 
silently, yet visibly, forward by its even lapse, which 
yet approach us unseen, because we turn our eyes 
away, and seize us unresisted, because we could not 
arm ourselves against them but by setting them be- 
fore us. 

^ That it is vain to shrink from what cannot be 
avoided, and to hide that from ourselves which must 
some time be found, is a truth which we all know, 
but which all neglect, and perhaps none more than 
the speculative reasoner, whose thoughts are always 
from home, whose eye wanders over life, whose 
fancy dances after meteors of happiness kindled by 
itself, and who examines every thing rather than his 
own state. 

‘ Nothing is more evident than that the decays of 
age must terminate in death ; yet there is no man, 
-says Tully, who does not believe that he may yet 
live another year ; and there is none who does not, 
upon the same principle, hope another year for his 
parent or his friend : but the fallacy will be in time 
detected; the last year, the last day, must come. It 
has come, and is past. The life which made my 
own life pleasant is at an end, and the gates of death 
are shut upon my prospects. 

^ The loss of a friend upon whom the heart was 
fixed, to whom every wish and endeavour tended, is 
a state of dreary desolation, in which the mind looks 
abroad impatient of itself, and finds nothing but 
emptiness and horror. The blameless life, the art- 
less tenderness, the pious simplicity, the modest re- 
signation, the patient sickness, and the quiet death, 
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are remembered only to add value to the loss, to 
aggravate regret for what cannot be amended, to 
deepen sorrow for what cannot be recalled. 

‘ These are tbe calamities by which Providence 
gradually disengages us from the love of life. Other 
evils fortitude may repel, or hope may mitigate ; but 
irreparable privation leaves nothing to exercise reso- 
lution or flatter expectation. The dead cannot re- 
turn, and nothing is left us here but languishment 
and grief. 

^ Yet such is the course of natuie, that whoever 
lives long must outlive those whom he loves and 
honours. Such is the condition of our present exist- 
ence, that life must one time lose its associations, 
and every inhabitant of the earth must walk down- 
ward to the grave alone and unregarded, without 
any partner of his joy or grief, without any interested 
witness of his misfortunes or success. 

* Misfortune, indeed, he may yet feel ; for where 
is the bottom of the misery of man ? But what is 
success to him that has none to enjoy it? Happiness 
is not found in seif-contemplation ; it is perceived 
only when it is reflected from another. 

' We know little of the state of departed souls, 
because such knowledge is not necessary to a good 
life. Reason deserts us at the brink of the grave, 
and can give no farther intelligence. Revelation is 
not wholly silent. There is joy in the angels of 
heaven over one sinner that repenteth and surely 
this joy is not incommunicable to souls disentangled 
from the body, and made like angels. 

‘ Let hope, therefore, dictate, what revelation does 
not confute, that the union of souls may still remain ; 
and that we who are struggling with sin, sorrow, and 
infirmities, may have our part in the attention and 
kindness of those who have finished their course, 
and are now receiving their reward. 

isr 2 
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^ These are the great occasions which force the 
mind to take refuge in religion : when we have no 
help in ourselves, what can remain but that we look 
up to a higher and a greater Power ? and to what 
hope may we not raise our eyes and hearts, when we 
consider that the greatest Poxver is the best ? 

^ Surely there is no man who, thus afflicted, does 
not seek succour in the gospel, which has brought 
life and immortality to light.” The precepts of 
Epicurus, who teaches us to endure what the laws of 
the universe make necessary, may silence, but not 
content us. The dictates of Zeno, who commands 
us to look with indifference on external things, may 
dispose us to conceal our sorrow, but cannot assuage 
it. Real alleviation of the loss of friends, and ra- 
tional tranquillity in the prospect of our own disso- 
lution, can be received only from the promises of 
Him in whose hands are life and death, and from the 
assurance of another and a better state, in which all 
tears will be wiped from the eyes, and the whole 
soul shall be filled with joy. Philosophy may infuse 
stubbornness, but religion only can give patience. 

I am, &c.^ 


N" 42. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 3, 1759. 


The subject of the following letter is not wholly 
unmeiitioncd by the Rambler. The Spectator has 
also a letter containing a case not much different. 
I hope my correspondent’s performance is more an 
effort of genius, than effusion of the passions ; and 
that she hath rather attempted to paint some pos- 
sible distress, than really feels the evils which she 
has described. 
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‘ To THE Idler. 

'SIR, 

‘ There is a cause of misery, which, though cer- 
tainly known both to you and your predecessors, has 
been little taken notice of in your papers ; I mean 
the snares that the bad behaviour of parents extends 
over the paths of life which their children are to 
tread after them ; and as I make no doubt but the 
Idler holds the shield for virtue as well as the glass 
for folly, that he will employ his leisure hours as 
much to his own satisfaction, in warning his readers 
against a danger, as in laughing them out of a 
fashion : for this reason I am tempted to ask admit- 
tance for my story in your paper, though it has no- 
thing to recommend it but truth, and the honest 
wish of warning others to shun the track which I 
am afraid may lead me at last to ruin. 

^ I am the child of a father, who, having always 
lived in one spot in the country where he was born, 
and'having had no genteel education himself, thought 
no qualifications in the world desirable but as they 
led up to fortune, and no learning necessary to hap- 
piness but such as might most effectually teach me 
to make the best market of myself : I was unfortu- 
nately born a beauty, to a full sense of which my 
father took care to flatter me; and having, when 
very young, put me to a school in the country, after- 
ward transplanted me to another in town, at the in- 
stigation of his friends, where his ill-judged fondness 
let me remain no longer than to learn just enough 
experience to convince me of the sordidness of his 
views, to give me an idea of perfections which my 
present situation will never suffer me to reach, and 
to teach me sufficient morals to dare to despise what 
is bad, though it be in a father. 

‘ Thus equipped (as he thought completely) for 
5^ 3 
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life, I was carried back into the country, and lived 
with him and my mother in a small village, within a 
few miles of the county-town; where I mixed, at 
first with reluctance, among company which, though 
I never despised, I could not approve, as they were 
brought up with other inclinations, and narrower 
views than my own. My father took great pains to 
shew me every where, both at his own house, and at 
such public diversions as the country afforded : he 
frequently told the people all he had was for his 
daughter ; took care to repeat the civilities I had re- 
ceived from all his friends in London ; told how 
much I was admired, and all his little ambition could 
suggest to set me in a stronger light. 

‘ Thus have I continued tricked out for sale, as I 
may call it, and doomed, by parental authority, to a 
state little better than that of prostitution. I look 
on myself as growing cheaper every hour, and am 
losing all that honest pride, that modest confidence, 
in wfich the virgin dignity consists. Nor does my 
misfortune stop here: though many would be too 
generous to impute the follies of a father to a child 
whose heart has set her above them ; yet I am afraid 
the most charitable of them will hardly think it pos- 
sible for me to be a daily spectatress of his vices 
without tacitly allowing them, and at last consenting 
to them, as the eye of the frighted infant is, by de- 
grees, reconciled to the darkness of which at first it 
was afraid. It is a common opinion, he himself 
must very well know, that vices, like diseases, are 
often hereditary ; and that the property of the one 
is to infect the maimers, as the other poisons the 
springs of life. 

^ Yet this, though bad, is not the worst ; my father 
deceives himself the hopes of the very child he has 
brought into the world ; he suffers his house to be 
the seat of drunkenness, riot, and irreiigion; who 
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seduces, almost in my si^ht, the menial servant, 
converses with the prostitute, and corrupts the wife I 
Thus I, who from my earliest dawn of reason was 
taught to think that at my approach every eye 
sparkled with pleasure, or was dejected as conscious 
of superior charms, am excluded from society, 
through fear lest i should partake, if not of my 
father’s crimes, at l^ast of his reproach. Is a parent, 
who is so little solicitous for the welfare of a child, 
better than a pirate wh^ turns a wretch adrift in a 
boat at sea, without a star to steer by, or an anchor 
to hold it fast? Am I not to lay all my miseries at 
those doors which ought to have opened only for my 
protection And if doomed to add at last one more 
to the number of those wretches whom neither the 
world nor its law befriends, may I not justly say 
that I have been awed by a parent into ruin ? But 
though a parent’s power is screened from insult and 
violation by the very words of Heaven, yet surely no 
laws divine or human, forbid me to remove myself 
from the malignant shade of a plant that poisons all 
around it, blasts the bloom of youth, checks its im- 
provements, and makes all its flowrets fade ; but to 
whom can the wretched, can the dependant fly? 
For me to fly a father’s house, is to be a beggar : I 
have only one comfort amidst my anxieties, a pious 
relation, who bids me appeal to Heaven for a witness 
to my just intentions, fly as a deserted wretch to its 
protection ; and, being asked who my father is, point, 
like the ancient philosopher, with my finger to the 
heavens. 

^ The hope in which I write this, is, that you will 
give it a place in your paper; and, as your essays 
sometimes find their way into the country, that my 
father may read my story there ; and, if not for his 
own sake yet for mine, spare' to perpetuate that 
worst of calamities to me, the loss of character, from 
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which all his dissimulation has not been able to 
rescue himself. Tell the world, Sir, that it is pos- 
sible for virtue to keep its throne unshaken without 
any other guard than itself; that it is possible to 
maintain that purity of thought so necessary to the 
completion of human excellence even in the midst 
of temptations : when they have no friend within, 
nor are assisted by the voluntary indulgence of 
vicious thoughts. 

‘ If the insertion of a story like this does not break 
in on the plan of your paper, you have it in your 
power to be a better fiiend than her father to 

Perdita.' 


NM3. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 10, 1759. 


The natural advantages which arise from the posi- 
tion of the earth which we inhabit, with respect to 
the other planets, afford much employment to ma- 
thematical speculation, by which it has been disco- 
vered, that no other conformation of the system 
could have given such commodious distributions of 
light and heat, or imparted fertility and pleasure to 
so great a part of a revolving sphere. 

It may be, perhaps, observed by the moralist, with 
equal reason, that our globe seems particularly fitted 
for the residence of a being, placed here only for a 
short time, whose task is, to advance himself to a 
higher and happier state of existence, by unremit- 
ted vigilance of caution, and activity of virtue. 

The duties required of a man are such as human 
nature does not willingly perform, and such as those 
are inclined to delay who yet intend some time to 
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fulfil thetD. It was therefore necessary that this 
universal reluctance should be counteracted, and 
the drowsiness of hesitation awakened into resolve ; 
that the danger of procrastination should be always 
in view, and the fallacies of security be hourly de- 
tected. 

To this end all the appearances of nature uni- 
formly conspire. Whatever we see on every side 
reminds us of the lapse of time and the flux of life. 
The day and night succeed each other, the rotation 
of seasons diversifies the year, the sun rises, attains 
the meridian, declines, and sets ; and the moon 
every night changes its form. 

The clay has been considered as an image of the 
year, and the year as the representation of life. 
The morning answers to the spring, and the spring 
to childhood and youth; the noon corresponds to 
the summer, and the summer to the strength of man- 
hood. The evening is an emblem of autumn, and 
autumn of declining life. The night with its silence 
and darkness shews the winter, m which all the 
powers of vegetation are benumbed ; and the wnnter 
points out the time when life shall cease, with its 
hopes and pleasures* 

He that is carried forward, however swiftly, by 
a motion equable and easy, perceives not the change 
of place but by the variation of objects. If the 
wheel of life, which rolls thus silently along, passed 
on through uiidisting'uishable uniformity, we should 
never mark its approaches to the end of the course* 
If one hour were like another; if the passage of the 
sun did not shew that the day is wasting; if the 
change of seasons did not impress upon us the flight 
of the year; quantities of duration equal to daj's and 
years would glide unobserved. If the parts of time 
were not variously coloured, we should never discern 
their departure or succession, but should live thought- 
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less of the past, and careless of the future, without 
will, and perhaps without power, to compute the pe- 
riods of life, or to compare the time which is already 
lost with, that which may probably remain. 

But the course of time is so visibly marked, that 
it is observed even by the birds of passage, and by 
nations who have raised their minds very little above 
animal instinct : there are human beings whose lan- 
guage does not supply them with words by which 
they can number five, but I have read of none that 
have not names for day and night, for summer and 
winter. 

Yet it is certain that these admonitions of nature, 
however forcible, however importunate, are too often 
vain ; and that many who mark with such accuracy 
the course of time, appear to have little sensibility 
of the decline of life. Every man has something to 
do which he neglects ; every man has faults to con- 
quer which he delays to combat. 

So little do we accustom ourselves to consider 
the effects of time, that things necessary and certain 
often surprise us like unexpected contingencies. 
We leave the beauty in her bloom, and after an 
absence of twenty years, wonder at our return, to 
find her faded. We meet those whom we left chil- 
dren, and can scarcely persuade ourselves to treat 
them as men. The traveller visits in age those coun- 
tries through which he rambled in his youth, and 
hopes for merriment at the old place. The man of 
business, wearied with unsatisfactory prosperity, 
retires to the town of his nativity, and expects to 
play away the last years with the companions of his 
childhood, and recover youth in the fields where he 
once was young. 

From this inattention, so general and so mischiev- 
ous, let it be every man’s study to exempt himself. 
Let him that desires to see others happy, make haste 



IDLER. 




143 


to give while his gift can be enjoyed, and remember 
that every moment of delay takes away something 
from the value of his benefaction. And let him, 
who purposes his own happiness, reflect, that while 
he forms his purpose the day rolls on, and ‘ the night 
cometh, when no man can work T 


W 44. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 17, 1759. 


Memory is, among the faculties of the human 
mind, that of which we make the most frequent use, 
or rather that of which the agency is incessant or 
perpetual. Memory is the primary and fundamen- 
tal power, without which there could be no other 
intellectual operation. Judgment and ratiocination 
suppose something already known, and draw their 
decisions only from experience. Imagination selects 
ideas from the treasures of remembrance, and pro- 
duces novelty only by varied combinations. We 
do not even form conjectures of distant, or anticipa- 
tions of future events, but by concluding what is 
possible from what is past. 

The two offices of memory are collection and dis- 
tribution ; by one images are acctimulated, and Bjr 
the other produced for use. Collection is always the 
employment of ourflrst years; and distribution com- 
monly that of our advanced age. 

To collect and reposit the various forms of things, 
is far the most pleasing part of mental occupation. 
We are naturally delighted with novelty, alnd there 
is a time when all that we see is new. When first 
we enter into the world, whithei^soever we turn our 
eyes, they meet Knowledge with Pleasure at her side; 
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eveiy diversity of nature pours ideas in upon the 
soul ; neither search nor labour are necessary ; we 
have nothing more to do than to open our eyes, and 
curiosity is gratified. 

Much of the pleasure which the first survey of 
the world affords, is exhausted before we are con- 
scious of our own felicity, or able to compare our 
condition with some other possible state. We have 
therefore few traces of the joy of our earliest dis- 
coveries ; yet we all remember a time when nature 
had so many untasted gratifications, that every ex- 
cursion gave delight which can now be found no 
longer, when the noise of a torrent, the rustle of a 
wood, the song of birds, or the play of lambs, had 
power to fill the attention, and suspend all percep- 
tion of the course of time. 

But these easy pleasures are soon at an end ; we 
have seen in a very little time so much, that we call 
out for new objects of observation, and endeavour to 
find variety in 'books and life. But study is labo- 
rious, and not always satisfactory ; and conversation 
has its pains as well as pleasures ; we are willing to 
learn, but not willing to be taught ; we are pained 
by ignorance, but pained yet more by another’s 
knowledge. 

From the vexation of pupillage men commonly 
set themselves free about the middle of life, by 
shutting up the avenues of intelligence, and resolv- 
ing to rest in their present state ; and they, whose 
ardour of inquiry continues longer, find themselves 
insensibly forsaken by their instructors. As every 
man advance^ in life, the proportion between those 
that are younger and that are older than himself is 
continually changing; and he that has lived half a 
century finds few that do not require from him that 
information which he once expected from those that 
weiit before him. 
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Then it is that the magazines of memory are 
opened, and the stores of accumulated knowledge 
are displayed by vanity or benevolence, or in honest 
commerce of mutual interest. Every man wants 
others, and is therefore glad when he is wanted by 
them. And as few men will enjoy the labour of in- 
tense meditation without necessity, he that has 
learned enough for his profit or his honour, seldom 
endeavours after farther acquisitions. 

The pleasure of recollecting speculative notions 
would not be much less than that of gaining them, 
if they could be kept pure and unmingled with the 
passages of life ; but such is the necessary concate- 
nation of our thoughts, that good and evil are linked 
together, and no pleasure recurs but associated with 
pain. Every revived idea reminds us of a time 
‘when something was enjoyed that is now lost, when 
some hope was yet not blasted, when some purpose 
had yet not languished into sluggishness or indiffer- 
ence. 

Whether it be that life has more vexations than 
comforts, or, what is m the event just the same, that 
evil makes deeper impression than good, it is certain 
that no man can review the time past without heavi- 
ness of heart. He remembers many calamities in- 
curred by folly, many opportunities lost by negli- 
gence. The shades of the dead rise up before him ; 
and he laments the companions of his youth, the 
partners of bis amusements, the assistants of his la- 
boui's, whom the hand of death hath snatched away. 

When an offer was made to Themistocles of teach- 
ing him the art of memory, he answered, that he 
would rather wish for the art of forgetfulness. He 
felt his imagination haunted by phantoms of misery 
which he was unable to suppress, and would gladly 
have calmed his thoughts with some oblivions anti- 
dote. In this ,we all resemble one another : the hero- 

XXXIII. 0 
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and the sage are, like vulgar mortals, overburdened 
by the weight of life ; all shrink from recollection, 
and all wiSh for an art of forgetfulness. 


NM5. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 24, 1759. 


There is in many minds a kind of vanity exerted 
to the disadvantage of themselves ; a desire to be 
praised for superior acuteness discovered only in 
the degradation of their species, or censure of their 
country. 

Defamation is sufficiently copious. The general 
lampooner of mankind may find long exercise for 
his zeal or wit, in the defects of nature, the vexations 
of life, the follies of opinion, and the corruptions of 
practice. But fiction is easier than discernment; 
and most of these writers spare themselves the la- 
bour of inquiry, and exhaust their virulence upon 
imaginary crimes, which, as they never existed, can 
never be mended. 

That the painters find no encouragement among 
the English for many other works than portraits, has 
been imputed to national selfishness. 'Tis vain, 
says the satirist, to set before any Englishman the 
scenes of landscapes, or the heroes of history ; na- 
ture and antiquity are nothing in his eye ; he has no 
value but for himself, nor desires any copy but of 
his own form. 

Whoever is delighted with his own picture must 
derive his pleasure from the pleasure of another. 
Every man is always present to himself, and has, 
therefore, little need of his own resemblance, nor 
can desire it, but for the sake of those whom he 
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loves, and by 'whom he hopes to be remembered. 
This use of the art is a natural and reasonable con- 
sequence of affection ; and though, like other human 
actions, it is often complicated -with pride, yet even 
such pride is more laudable than that by which 
palaces are covered with pictures, that, however 
excellent, neither imply the owner’s virtue nor ex« 
cite it. 

Genius is chiefly exerted in historical pictures ; 
and the art of the painter of portraits is often lost in 
the obscurity of his subject. But it is in painting as 
in life, what is greatest is not always best. I should 
grieve to see Reynolds transfer to heroes and to god- 
desses, to empty splendour and to airy fiction, that 
art which is now employed in diffusing friendship, in 
reviving tenderness, in quickening the affections of 
the absent, and continuing the presence of the dead. 

Yet in a nation great and opulent there is room, 
and ought to be patronage, for an art like that of 
painting through all its diversities ; 'and it is to be 
wished, that the reward now offered for an historical 
picture may excite an honest emulation, and give 
beginning to an English school. 

It is not very easy to find an action or event that 
can be efficaciously represented by a painter. 

He must have an action not successive but instan- 
taneous ; for the time of a picture is a single mo- 
ment. For this reason the death of Hercules cannot 
well be painted, though at the first view it flat- 
ters the imagination with very glittering ideas : the 
gloomy mountain overhanging the sea, and covered 
with trees, some bending to the wind, and some torn 
from the root by the raging hero ; the violence with 
which he rends from his shoulders the envenomed 
garment; the propriety with which his muscular 
nakedness may be displayed : the death of Lycas 
whirled from the promontory ; the gigantic presence 
o 2 
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of Philoctetes ; the blaze of the fatal pile, which the 
deities behold with grief and terror from the sky. 

All these images fill the mind, but will not com- 
pose a picture, because they cannot be united in a 
single moment. Hercules must have rent his flesh 
at one time, and tossed Lycas into the air at another ; 
he must first tear up the trees, and then lie down 
upon the pile. 

The action must be circumstantial and distinct. 
There is a passage in the Iliad which cannot be read 
without strong emotions. A Trojan prince, seized 
by Achilles in the battle, falls at his feet, and in 
moving terms supplicates for life. ^ How can a 
wretch like thee,’ says the haughty Greek, ^ intreat 
to live, when thou knowest that the time must come 
when Achilles is to die V This cannot be painted, 
because no peculiarity of attitude or disposition can 
so supply the place of language as to impress the 
sentiment. 

The event painted must be such as excites pas- 
sion, and different passions in the several actors, 
or a tumult of contending passion in the chief. 

Perhaps the discovery of Ulysses by his nurse is 
of this kind. The surprise of the nurse mingled with 
joy; that of Ulysses checked by prudence, and 
clouded by solicitude ; and the distinctness of the 
action by which the scar is found; all concur to 
complete the subject. But the picture, having only 
two figures, will want variety. 

A much nobler assemblage may be furnished by 
the death of Epaminondas. The mixture of glad- 
ness and grief in the face of the messenger who 
brings his dying general an account of the victory ; 
the various passions of the attendants ; the sublimity 
of composure in the hero, while the dart is by his 
own command drawn from his side, and the faint 
gleam of satisfaction that diffuses itself over the Ian- 
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guor of death, are worthy of that pencil which yet I 
do not wish to see employed upon them. 

If the design were not too multifarious and ex- 
tensive, I should wish that our painters would at- 
tempt the dissolution of the parliament by Crom- 
well. The point of time may be chosen when Crom- 
well looked round the Pandsemonium with contempt, 
ordered the bauble to be taken away ; and Harrison 
laid hands on the Speaker to drag him from the 
chair. 

The various appearances which rage and terror, 
and astonishment and guilt, might exhibit in the 
faces of that hateful assembly, of whom the princi- 
pal persons may be faithfully drawn from portraits 
or prints ; the irresolute repugnance of some, the 
hypocritical submission of others, the ferocious inso- 
lence of Cromwell, the rugged brutality of Harrison, 
and the general trepidation of fear and wickedness^ 
would, if some proper disposition could be contrived, 
make a picture of unexampled variety, and irresisti- 
ble instruction. 


N" 46. SATURDAY, MARCH 3, 1759. 


” ^ MR. IDLER, 

' I AM encouraged, by the notice you have taken of 
Betty Broom, to represent the miseries which I suffer 
from a species of tyranny which, I believe, is not 
very uncommon, though perhaps it may have es- 
caped the observation of those who converse little 
with fine ladies, or see them only in their public cha- 
racters. 

‘ To this method of venting my vexation I am the 
more inclined, because if I do not complain to you, 
o 3 
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I must burst in silence ; for ray mistress has teased 
rae, and teased me till I can hold no longer, and yet 
I must not tell her of her tricks. The girls that live 
in common services, can quarrel, and give warning, 
and find other places ; but we that live with great 
ladies, if we once offend them, have nothing left but 
to return mto the country, 

^ I am waitmg-maid to a lady who keeps the best 
company, and is seen at every place of fashionable 
resort. I am envied by all the maids in the square, 
for few countesses leave o6P so many clothes as ray 
mistress, and nobody shares with me : so that I sup- 
ply two families in the country with finery for the 
assizes and horse-races, besides what I wear myself. 
The steward and housekeeper have joined against 
rae to procure my removal, that they may advance a 
relation of their own; but their designs are found out 
by ray lady, who says I need not fear them, for she 
will never have dowdies about her. 

‘ You would think, Mr. Idler, like others, that I 
am very happy, and may well be contented with my 
lot. But I will tell you. My lady has an odd hu- 
mour. She never orders any thing in direct words, 
for she loves a sharp girl that can take a hint. 

^ I would not have you suspect that she has any 
thing to hint which she is ashamed to speak at 
length ; for none can have greater purity of senti- 
ment, or rectitude of intention. She has nothing to 
hide, yet nothing will she tell. She always gives 
her directions oblique and allusively, by the men- 
tion of something relative or consequential, without 
any other purpose than to exercise my acuteness 
and her own. 

‘ It is impossible to give a notion of this style 
otherwise than by examples. One night, when she 
had sat writing letters till it was time to be dressed, 
“ Molly,'" said she, the ladies are all to be at 
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court to-night in white aprons.'’ When she means 
that I should send to order the chair, she says, I 
think the streets are clean, I may venture to walk.’' 
When she would have something put into its place, 
she bids me lay it on the floor.” If she would 
have me snufF the candles, she asks whether I 
think her eyes are like a cat’s f ’ If she thinks her 
chocolate delayed, she talks of the benefit of ab- 
stinence.” If any needlework is forgotten, she sup- 
poses that I have heard of the lady who died by 
pricking her finger.” 

^ She always imagines that I can recall every 
thing past from a single word. If she wants her 
head from the milliner, she only says, Molly, you 
know Mrs. Tape.” If she would have the mantua- 
maker sent for, she remarks ‘‘ that Mr. Taffety, the 
mercer, was here last week.” She ordered, a fort^ 
night ago, that the first time she was abroad all day 
I should choose her a new set of coffee^-cups at the 
china-shop : of this she reminded me yesterday, as 
she was going down stairs, by saying, You can’t 
find your way now to Pall-Mall.” 

^ All this would not vex me, if, by increasing my 
trouble, she spared her own ; but, dear Mr. Idler, is 
it not as easy to say coffee-cups,” as Pall-mall 
and to tell me in plain words what I am to do, and 
when it is to be done, as to torment her own head 
with the labour of finding hints, and mine with that 
of understanding them ? 

‘ When first I came to this lady, I had nothing 
like the learning that I have now ; for she has many 
books, and I have much time to read ; so that of 
late I have seldom missed her meaning ; but when 
she first took me I was an ignorant girl ; and she, 
who, as is very common, confounded want of know- 
ledge with want of understanding, began once to 
despair of bringing me to any thing, because, when 
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I came into her chamber at the call of her bell, she 
asked me, Whether we lived in Zembla?” and I 
did not guess the meaning of her inquiry, but mo- 
destly answered that I could not tell.’' She had 
happened to ring once when I did not hear her, and 
meant to put me in mind of that country where 
sounds are said to be congealed by the frost. 

^ Another time, as I was dressing her head, she 
began to talk on a sudden of ‘‘ Medusa,” and 

snakes,” and men turned into stone, and maids 
that, if they were not watched, would let their mis- 
tresses be Gorgons.” I looked round me half fright- 
ened, and quite bewildered; till at last, finding that 
her literature was thrown away upon me, she bid 
me, with great vehemence, reach the curling-irons. 

^ It is not without some indignation, Mr. Idler, 
that I discover, in these artifices of vexation, some- 
thing worse than foppery or caprice; a mean delight 
in superiority, which knows itself in no danger of re- 
proof or opposition ; a cruel pleasure in seeing the 
perplexity of a mind obliged to find what is studi- 
ously concealed, and a mean indulgence of petty 
malevolence, in the sharp, censure of involuntary, 
and very often of inevitable, failings. When, beyond 
her expectation, I hit upon her meaning, I can per- 
ceive a sudden cloud of disappointment spread over 
her face ; and have sometimes been afraid lest I 
should lose her favour by understanding her when 
she means to puzzle me. 

‘ This day, however, she has conquered my saga- 
city. When she went out of her dressing-room she 
said nothing but, Molly, you know,” and hastened 
to her chariot. What I am to know is yet a secret; 
but if I do not know before sbe comes back, what I 
have yet no means of discovering, she will make my 
dulness a pretence for a fortnight's ill humour, treat 
me as a creature deyoid of the faculties necessary to 
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the common duties of life, and perhaps ^ivethe next 
gown to the housekeeper. 

I am, Sir, your humble servant, 

Molly Quick.' 


N- 47. SATURDAY, MARCH 10, 1759. 


^ To THE Idler. 

‘ MR. IDLER, 

‘ I AM the unfortunate wife of a city wit, and cannot 
but think that my case may deserve equal compas- 
sion with any of those which have been represented 
in your paper. 

* I married my husband within three months after 
the expiration of his apprenticeship; we put our 
money J:ogether, and furnished a large and splendid 
shop, in which he was for five years and a half dili- 
gent and civil. The notice which curiosity or kind- 
ness commonly bestows on beginners, was continued 
by confidence and esteem ; one customer, pleased 
with his treatment and his bargain, recommended 
another ; and we were busy behind the counter from 
morning to night. 

^ Thus every day increased our wealth and our re- 
putation. My husband was often invited to dinner 
openly on theExchange by hundred-thousand-pounds 
men ; and whenever I went^to any of , the halls, fthe 
wives of the aldermen made me low courtesies. We 
always took up our notes before the day, and made 
all considerable payments by drafts upon our banker. 

‘ You will easily believe that I was well enough 
pleased with my condition ; for what happiness can 
be greater than that of growing every day richer and 
richer ? I will not deny that, imagining myself likely 
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to be m a short time the sheriff's lady, I broke off my 
acquaintance with some of my neighbours ; and ad- 
vised my husband to keep good company, and not to 
be seen with men that were worth nothing. 

‘ In time he found that ale disagreed with his con- 
stitution, and went every night to drink his pint at a 
tavern, where he met with a set of critics, who dis- 
puted upon the merits of the different theatrical per- 
formers. By these idle fellows he was taken to the 
play, which athirst he did not seem much to heed ; 
for he owned, that he very seldom knew what they 
were doing, and that, while his companions would 
let him alone, he was commonly thinking on his last 
bargain. 

‘ Having once gone, however, he went again and 
again, though I often told him that three shillings 
were thrown away ; at lasthe grew uneasy if he missed 
a night, and importuned me to go with him. I went 
to a tragedy which they called Macbeth ; and, when 
1 came home, told him, that I could not bear to see 
men and women make themselves such fools, by pre- 
tending to be witches and ghosts, generals and kings, 
and to walk in their sleep when they were as much 
awake as those that looked at them. He told me, 
that I must get higher notions, and that a play was 
the most rational of all entertainments, and most 
proper to relax the mind after the business of the day. 

By degrees he gained knowledge of some of the 
players ; and when the play was over, very frequently 
treated them with suppers ; for which he was admit- 
ted to stand behind the scenes. 

^ He soon began to lose some of his morning hours 
in the same folly, and was for one winter very diligent 
in his attendance on the rehearsals ; but of this spe- 
cies of idleness he grew weary, and said, that the play 
was nothing without the company. 

^ His ardour for the diversion of the evening in- 
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creased ; he bought a sword, and paid five shillings 
a night to sit in the boxes ; he went sometimes into 
a place which he calls the green-room, where all the 
wits of the age assembled ; and, when he had been 
there, could do nothing for two or three days but 
repeat their jests, or tell their disputes. 

‘ He has now lost his regard for every thing but 
the playhouse : he invites, three times a week, one 
or other to drink claret, and talk of the drama. His 
first care in the morning is to read the play-bills ; 
and, if he remembers any lines of the tragedy which 
is to be represented, walks about the shop, repeating 
them so loud, and with such strange gestures, that 
the passengers gather round the door. 

^ His greatest pleasure when I married him was to 
hear the situation of his shop commended, and to be 
told how many estates have been got in it by the same 
trade ; but of late he grows peevish at any mention 
of business, and delights in nothing so much as to 
be told that he speaks like Mossop. 

^ Among his new associates he has learned another 
language, and speaks in such a strain that his neigh- 
bours cannot understand him. If a customer talks 
longer than he is willing to hear, he will complain 
that he has been excruciated with unmeaning verbo- 
sity ; he laughs at the letters of his friends for their 
tameness of expression, and often declares himself 
weary of attending to the minutiae of a shop. 

^ It is well for me that I know how to keep a book, 
for of late he is scarcely ever in the way. Since one 
of his friends told him that he had a genius for tragm 
poetry, he has locked himself in an upper room six 
or seven hours a day ; and, when I carry him any 
paper to be read or signed, 1 hear him talking vehe- 
mently to himself, sometimes of love and beauty, 
sometimes of friendship and virtue, but more fre- 
quently of liberty and his country. 
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' I would gladly, Mr. Idler, be informed what to 
think of a shopkeeper who is incessantly talking about 
liberty ; a word which, since his acquaintance with 
polite life, my husband has always in his mouth ; he 
is, on all occasions, afraid of our liberty, and declares 
his resolution to hazard all for liberty. What can 
the man mean ? I am sure he has liberty enough — 
it were better for him and me if his liberty was les- 
sened. 

^ He has a friend, whom he calls a critic, that 
comes twice a week to read what he is writing. This 
critic tells him that his piece is a little irregular, but 
that some detached scenes will shine prodigiously, 
and that in the character of Bombulus he is wonder- 
fully great. My scribbler then squeezes his hand, 
calls him the best of friends, thanks him for sincerity, 
and tells him that he hates to be flattered. I have 
reason to believe that he seldom parts with his dear 
friend without lending him two guineas, and am afraid 
that he gave bail for him three days ago. 

^ By this course of life our credit as traders is les- 
sened, and I cannot forbear to suspect, that my hus- 
band's honour as a wit is not much advanced, for he 
seems to be always the lowest of the company, and 
is afraid to tell his opinion till the rest have spoken. 
When he was behind his counter, he used to be brisk, 
active, and jocular, like a man that knew what he 
was doing, and did not fear to look another in the 
face ; but among wits and critics he is timorous and 
awkward, and hangs down his head at his own table* 
Dear Mr, Idler, persuade him, if you can, to return 
once more to his native element. Tell him, that his 
wit will never make him rich, but that there are 
places where riches will always make a wit. 

I am, Sir, <fec. 

Deborah Ginger.' 
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N" 48. SATURDAY, MARCH 17, 1759. 


There is no kind of idleness, by which we are so 
easily seduced, as that which dignifies itself by the 
appearance of business, and by making the loiterer 
imagine that he has something to do which must not 
be neglected, keeps him in pei'petual agitation, and 
hurries him rapidly from place to place. 

He that sits still, or reposes himself upon a couch, 
no more deceives himself than he deceives others ; 
he knows that he is doing nothing, and has no other 
solace of his insignificance than the resolution, which 
the lazy hourly make, of changing his mode of life. 

To do nothing every man is ashamed ; and to do 
much almost every man is unwilling or afraid. In- 
numerable expedients have therefpre been invented 
to produce motion without labour, and employment 
without solicitude. The greater part of those whom 
the kindness of fortune has left to their own direction, 
and whom want does not keep chained to the counter 
or the plough, play throughout life with the shadows 
of business, and know not at last what they have 
been doing. 

These imitators of action are of all denominations. 
Some are seen at every auction without intention to 
purchase; others appear punctually at the Exchange, 
though they are known there only by their faces. 
Some are always making parties to visit collections 
for which they have no taste ; and some neglect 
every pleasure and every duty to hear questions, in 
which they have no interest, debated in parliament. 

These men never appear more ridiculous than in 
the distress which they imagine themselves to feel, 
from some accidental interruption of those empty pur- 
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suits. A tiger newly imprisoned is indeed more for- 
midable, but not more angry, than Jack Tulip with- 
held from a florist’s feast, or Tom Distich hindered 
from seeing the first representation of a play. 

As political affairs are the highest and most exten- 
sive of temporal concerns ; the mimic of a politician 
is more busy and important than any other trifler. 
Monsieur le Noir, a man who, without property or 
importance in any corner of the earth, has, in the 
present confusion of the world, declared himself a 
steady adherent to the French, is made miserable by 
a wind that keeps back the packet-boat, and still 
more miserable by every account of a Malouin pri- 
vateer caught in his cruise ; he knows well that no- 
thing can be done or said by him which can produce 
any effect but that of laughter, that he can neither 
hasten nor retard good or evil, that his joys and sor- 
rows have scarcely any partakers ; yet such is his 
zeal, and such his curiosity, that he would run bare- 
footed to Gravesend, for the sake of knowing first 
that the English had lost a tender, and would ride 
out to meet every mail from the continent if he might 
be permitted to open it. 

Learning is generally confessed to be desirable, 
and there are some who fancy themselves always busy 
in acquiring it. Of these ambulatory students, one 
of the most busy is my friend Tom Restless. 

Tom has long had a mind to be a man of know- 
ledge, but he does not care to spend much time among 
authors ; for he is of opinion that few books deserve 
the labour of perusal, that they give the mind an un- 
fashionable cast, and destroy that freedom of thought 
and easiness of manners indispensably requisite to 
acceptance in the world. Tom has therefore found 
another way to wisdom. When he rises he goes into 
a coffee-house, where he creeps so near to men 
whom he takes to be reasoners as to hear their dis- 
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course, and endeavours to remember something 
wbicb, when it has been strained through Tom^s head, 
is so near nothing, that what it once was, cannot be 
discovered. This he carries round from friend to 
friend through a circle of visits, till, hearing what 
each says upon the question, he becomes able at din- 
ner to say a little himself ; and, as every great genius 
relaxes himself among his inferiors, meets with some 
who wonder how so young a man can talk so wisely. 
At night he has a new feast prepared for his intel- 
lects ; he always runs to a disputing society, or a 
speaking club, where he half hears what, if he had 
heard the whole, he would but half understand ; goes 
home pleased with the consciousness of a day well 
spent, lies down full of ideas, and rises in the morn- 
ing empty as before. 


N"49. SATURDAY, MARCH 24, 1759. 


I SUPPED three nights ago with my friend Will Mar- 
vel. His affairs obliged him lately to take a journey 
into Devonshire, from which he has just returned. 
He knows me to be a very patient hearer, and was 
glad of my company, as it gave him an opportunity 
of disburdening himself by a minute relation of the 
casualties of his expedition. 

Will is not one of those who go out and return with 
nothing to tell. He has a story of his travels, which 
will strike a home-bred citizen with horror, and has 
in ten days suffered so often the extremes of terror 
and joy, that he is in doubt whether he shall ever 
again expose either his body or mind to such danger 
and fatigue. 
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When he left London the morning was bright, and 
a fair day was promised. But Will is born to strug- 
gle with difficulties. That happened to him, which 
has sometimes, perhaps, happened to others. Be- 
fore he had gone more than ten miles it began to rain. 
What course was to be taken ? His soul disdained 
to turn back. He did what the king of Prussia 
might have done ; he flapped his hat, buttoned up 
his cape, and went forwards, fortifying his mind by 
the stoical consolation, that whatever is violent will 
be short. 

His constancy was not long tried ; at the distance 
of about half a mile he saw an inn, which he entered 
wet and weary, and found civil treatment and proper 
refreshment. After a respite of about two hours, he 
looked abroad, and seeing the sky clear, called for 
his horse, and passed the first stage without any other 
memorable accident. 

Will considered, that labour must be relieved by 
pleasure, and that the strength which great under- 
takings require must be maintained by copious nu- 
triment ; he therefore ordered himself an elegant sup- 
per, drank two bottles of claret, and passed the be- 
ginning of the night in sound sleep ; but, waking be- 
fore light, was forewarned of the troubles of the next 
day, by a shower beating against his windows with 
such violence as to threaten the dissolution of nature. 
When he arose, he found what he expected, that the 
country was under water. He joined himself, how- 
ever, to a company that was travelling the same way, 
and came safely to the place of dinner, though every 
step of his horse dashed the mud into the air. 

In the afternoon, having parted from his company, 
he set forward alone, and passed many collections of 
water, of which it was impossible to guess the depth, 
and which he now cannot review without some cen- 
sure of his own rashness ; but what a man under- 
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takes he must perform, and Marvel hates a coward 
at his heart. 

Few that lie warm in their beds think what others 
undergo, who have perhaps been as tenderly edu- 
cated, and have as acute sensations as themselves. 
My friend was now to lodge the second night almost 
fifty miles from home, in a house which he never had 
seen before, among people to whom he was totally a 
stranger, not knowing whether the next man he 
should meet would prove good or bad ; but seeing an 
inn of a good appearance, he rode resolutely into the 
yard ; and knowing that respect is often paid in pro- 
portion as it is claimed, delivered bis injunctions to 
the hostler with spirit, and entering the house, called 
vigorously about him. 

On the third day up rose the sun and Mr. Marvel. 
His troubles and his dangers were now such as he 
wishes no other man ever to encounter. The ways 
were less frequented, and the country more thinly 
inhabited. He rode many a lonely hour through 
mire and water, and met not a single soul for two 
miles together with whom he could exchange a v/ord. 
He cannot deny that, looking round upon the dreary 
region, and seeing nothing but bleak fields and naked 
trees, hills obscured by fogs, and fiats covered with 
inundations, he did for some time suffer melancholy 
to prevail upon him, and wished himself again safe 
at home. One comfort he had, which was to con- 
sider that none of his friends were in the same dis- 
tress, for whom, if they had been with him, he should 
have suffered more than for himself ; he could not 
forbear sometimes to consider how happy the Idler is 
settled in an easier condition, who, surrounded like 
him with terrors, could have done nothing but lie 
down and die. 

Amidst these reflections he came to a town, and 
found a dinner which disposed him to more cheerful 
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sentiments; but the joys of life are short, and its 
miseries are long ; he mounted and travelled fifteen 
miles more through dirt and desolation. 

At last the sun set, and all the horrors of darkness 
came upon him. He then repented the weak indul- 
gence in which he had gratified himself at noon with 
too long an interval of rest : yet he went forward 
along a path which he could no longer see, some- 
times rushing suddenly into water, and sometimes 
encumbered with stiff clay, ignorant whither he was 
going, and uncertain whether his next step might not 
be the last. 

In this dismal gloom of nocturnal peregrination 
his horse unexpectedly stood still. Marvel had 
heard many relations of the instinct of horses, and 
was in doubt what danger might be at hand. Some- 
times he fancied that he was on the bank of a river 
still and deep, and sometimes that a dead body lay 
across the track. He sat still awhile to recollect his 
thoughts ; and as he was about to alight and explore 
the darkness, out stepped a man with a lantern, and 
opened the turnpike. He hired a guide to the town, 
arrived in safety, and slept in quiet. 

The rest of his journey was nothing but danger. 
He climbed and descended precipices on which vul- 
gar mortals tremble to look ; he passed marshes like 
the ‘ Serbonian bog, where armies whole have sunk;’ 
he forded rivers where the current roared like the 
Egre or the Severn ; or ventured himself on bridges 
that trembled under him, from which he looked down 
on foaming whirlpools, or dreadful abysses ; he wan- 
dered over houseless heaths, amidst all the rage of 
the elements, with the snow driving in his face, and 
the tempest howling in his ears. 

Such are the colours in which Marvel paints his 
adventures. He has accustomed himself to sound- 
ing words and hyperbolical images, till he has lost 
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the power of true description. In a road through 
which the heaviest carriages pass without difficulty, 
and the post-boy every day and night goes and re- 
turns, he meets with hardships like those which are 
endured in Siberian deserts, and misses nothing of 
romantic danger but a giant and a dragon. When 
his dreadful story is told in proper terms, it is only 
that the way was dirty in winter, and that he ex- 
perienced the common vicissitudes of rain and sun- 
shine. 


N“ 50. SATURDAY, MARCH 31, 1759. 


The character of Mr. Marvel has raised the merri- 
ment of some and the contempt of others, who do 
not sufficiently consider how often they hear and 
practise the same arts of exaggerated narration. 

There is not, perhaps, among the multitudes of all 
conditions that swarm upon the earth, a single man 
who does not believe that he has something extra- 
ordinary to relate of himself ; and who does not, at 
one time or other, summon the attention of his friends 
to the casualties of his adventures, and the vicissi- 
tudes of his fortune ; casualties and vicissitudes that 
happen alike in lives uniform and diversified ; to the 
commander of armies, and the ^writer at a desk, to 
the sailor who resigns himself to the wind and water, 
and the farmer whose longest journey is to the market- 

In the present state of the world men may pass 
through Shakspeare’s seven stages of life, and meet 
nothing singular and wonderful. But such is every 
man’s attention to himself, that what is common and 
unheeded when it is only seen, becomes remarkable 
and peculiar when we happen to feel it. 

It is well enough known to be according to the 
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usual process of nature that men should sicken and 
recover, that some designs should succeed and others 
miscarry, that friends should be separated and meet 
again, that some should be made angry by endea- 
vours to please them, and some be pleased when no 
care has been used to gain their approbation ; that 
men and women should at first come together by 
chance, like each other so well as to commence ac- 
quaintance, impiove acquaintance into fondness, in- 
crease or extinguish fondness by marriage, and have 
children of different degrees of intellects and virtue, 
some of whom die before their parents, and others 
survive them. 

Yet let any man tell his own story, and nothing of 
all this has ever befallen him according to the com- 
mon order of things ; something has always discri- 
minated his case; some unusual concurrence of events 
has appeared which made him more happy or more 
miserable than other mortals 1 for in pleasures or 
calamities, however common, every one has comforts 
and afflictions of his own. 

It is certain that without some artificial augmen- 
tations, many of the pleasures of life, and almost all 
its embellishments, would fall to the ground. If no 
man was to express more delight than he felt, those 
who felt most would raise little envy. If travellers 
were to describe the^ most laboured performances of 
art with the same coldness as they survey them, all 
expectations of happiness from change of place would 
cease. The pictures of Raphael would hang without 
spectators, and the gardens of Versailles might be 
inhabited by hermits. All the pleasure that is re- 
ceived ends in an opportunity of splendid falsehood, 
in the power of gaming notice by the display of beau- 
ties which the eye was weary of beholding, and a 
history of happy moments, of which, in reality, the 
most happy was the last. 
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The ambition of superior sensibility and superior 
eloquence disposes the lovers of arts to receive rap- 
ture at one time, and communicate it at another; 
and each labours first to impose upon himself, and 
then to propagate the imposture. 

Pain is less subject than pleasure to caprices of 
expression. The torments of disease, and the grief 
for irremediable misfortunes, sometimes are such as 
no words can declare, and can only be signified by 
groans, or sobs, or inarticulate ejaculations, Man 
has from nature a mode of utterance peculiar to 
pain, but he has none peculiar to pleasure, because 
he never has pleasure but in such degrees as the or- 
dinary use of language may equal or surpass. 

It is nevertheless certain, that many pains as well 
as pleasures are heightened by rhetorical affectation, 
and that the picture is, for the most part, bigger than 
the life. 

When we describe our sensations of another’s sor- 
rows either in friendly or ceremonious' condolence, 
the customs of the world scarcely admit of rigid ve- 
racity. Perhaps the fondest friendship would en- 
rage oftener than comfort, were the tongue on such 
occasions faithfully to represent the sentiments of 
the heart ; and I think the strictest moralists allow 
forms of address to be used without much regard to 
their literal acceptation, when either respect or ten- 
derness requires them, because they are universally 
known to denote not the degree but the species of 
our sentiments. 

But the same indulgence cannot be allowed to 
him who aggravates dangers incurred or sorrow en- 
dured by himself, because he darkens the prospect 
of futurity, and multiplies the pains of our condition 
by useless terror. Those who magnify their de- 
lights are less criminal deceivers, yet they raise 
hopes which are sure to be disappointed. It would 
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be undoubtedly best, if we could see and hear every 
thing as it is, that nothing might be too anxiously 
dreaded, or too ardently pursued. 


N" 51. SATURDAY, APRIL 7, 1759. 


It has been commonly remarked, that eminent men 
are least eminent at home, that bright characters 
lose much of their splendour at a nearer view, and 
many who fill the world with their fame, excite very 
little reverence among those that surround them m 
their domestic privacies. 

To blame or to suspect is easy and natural. 
When the fact is evident, and the cause doubtful, 
some accusation is always engendered between idle- 
ness and malignity. This disparity of general and 
familiar esteem is therefore imputed to hidden vices, 
and to practices indulged in secret, but carefully 
covered from the public eye. 

Vice will indeed always produce contempt. The 
dignity of Alexander, though nations fell prostrate 
before him, was certainly held in little veneration by 
the partakers of his midnight revels, who had seen 
him, in the madness of wine, murder his friend, or 
set fire to the Persian palace at the instigation of a 
harlot; and it is well remembered among us, that 
the avarice of Marlborough kept him in subjection 
to his wife while he was dreaded by France as her 
conqueror, and honoured by the emperor as his 
deliverer. 

But though, where there is vice there must be 
want of reverence, it is not reciprocally true, that 
when there is want of reverence there is always vice. 



IDLER. 


51. 


167 


That awe which great actions or abilities impress 
will be inevitably dimiiiished by acquaintance, though 
nothing either mean or criminal should be found. 

Of men, as of every thing else, we must judge ac- 
cording to our knowledge. When we see of a hero 
only his battles, or of a writer only his books, we 
have nothing to allay our ideas of their greatness. 
We consider the one only as the guardian of his 
country, and the other only as the instructor of man- 
kind. We have neither opportunity nor motive to 
examine the minuter parts of their lives, or the less 
apparent peculiarities of their characters ; we name 
them with habitual respect, and forget, what we still 
continue to know, that they are men like other mortals. 

But such is the constitution of the world, that 
much of life must be spent in the same manner by 
the wise and the ignorant, the exalted and the low. 
Men, however, distinguished by external accidents 
or intrinsic qualities, have all the same wants, the 
same pains, and, as far as the senses are consulted, 
the same pleasure. The petty cares and petty duties 
are the same in every station to every understanding, 
and every hour brings some occasion on which we 
all sink to the common level. We are all naked till 
we are dressed, and hungry till we are fed ; and the 
generafs triumph, and sage’s disputation, end, like 
the humble labours of the smith or ploughman, in a 
dinner or in sleep. 

Those notions which are to be collected by 
reason, in opposition to the senses, will seldom stand 
forward in the mind, but lie treasured in the re- 
moter repositories of memory, to be found only when 
they are sought. Whatever any man may have 
written or done, his precepts or his valour will 
scarcely overbalance the unimportant uniformity 
which runs through his time. We do not easily con- 
sider him as great, whom our own eyes shew us to 
be little; nor labour to keep present to our thoughts 
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the latent excellences of him who shares with ns all 
our weaknesses and many of our follies ; who like us 
is delighted with slight amusements, busied with tri- 
fling employments, and disturbed by little vexations. 

Great powers cannot be exerted, but when great 
exigencies make them necessary. Great exigencies 
can happen but seldom, and therefore those qualities 
which have a claim to the veneration of mankind, 
lie hid, for the most part, like subterranean treasures, 
over which the foot passes as on common ground, 
till necessity breaks open the golden cavern. 

In the ancient celebration of victory, a slave was 
placed on the triumphal car, by the side of the 
general, who reminded him by a short sentence, that 
he was a man. Whatever danger there might be 
lest a leader, in his passage to the capitol should 
forget the frailties of his nature, there was surely no 
need of such an admonition ; the intoxication could 
not have continued long ; he would have been at 
home but a few hours before some of his dependants 
would have forgot his greatness, and shewn him, 
that notwithstanding his laurels, he was yet a man. 

There are some who try to escape this domestic 
degradation, by labouring to appear always wise or 
always great; but he that strives against nature, 
will for ever strive in vain. To be grave of mien 
and slow of utterance ; to look with solicitude and 
speak with hesitation, is attainable at will ; but the 
show of wisdom is ridiculous when there is nothing 
to cause doubt, as that of valour where there is 
nothing to be feared. 

A man who has duly considered the condition of 
his being, will contentedly yield to the course of 
things ; he will not pant for distinction where dis- 
tinction would imply no merit; but though on 
great occasions he may wish to be greater than 
others, he will be satisfied in common occurrences 
not to be less. 
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52. SATURDAY, APRIL 14, 1759. 


Responsare cupidinibus. — H or. 

The practice of self-denial, or the forbearance of 
lawful pleasure, has been considered by almost 
every nation, from the remotest ages, as the highest 
exaltation of human virtue ; and all have agreed to 
pay respect and veneration to those who abstained 
from the delights of life, even when they did not 
censure those who enjoy them. 

The general voice of mankind, civil and barbarous, 
confesses that the mind and body are at variance, 
and that neither can be made happy by its proper 
gratifications but at the expense of the other ; that 
a pampered body will darken the mind, and an en- 
lightened mind will macerate the body. And none 
have failed to confer their esteem on those who pre- 
fer intellect to sense, who control their lower by 
their higher faculties, and forget the wants and de- 
sires of animal life for rational disquisitions or pious 
contemplations. 

The earth has scarcely a country so far advanced 
towards political regularity as to divide the inha- 
bitants into classes, where some orders of men or 
women are not distinguished by voluntary severities, 
and where the reputation of their sanctity is not in- 
creased in proportion to the rigour of their rules, 
and the exactness of their performance. 

When an opinion to which there is no temptation 
of interest spreads wide and continues long, it may 
reasonably be presumed to have been issued by na- 
ture or dictated by reason. It has been often ob- 
served that the fictions of imposture, and illusions 
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of fancy, soon give way to time and experience ; and 
that nothing keeps its ground but truth, which gains 
every day new influence by new confirmation. 

But truth, when it is reduced to practice, easily 
becomes subject to caprice and imagination; and 
many particular acts will be wrong, though their 
general principle be right. It cannot be denied that 
a just conviction of the restraint necessary to be laid 
upon the appetites has produced extravagant and 
unnatural modes of mortification ; and institutions, 
which, however favourably considered, will be found 
to violate nature without promoting piety. 

But the doctrine of self-denial is not weakened in 
itself by the errors of those who misinterpret or mis- 
apply it; the encroachment of the appetites upon 
the understanding is hourly perceived ; and the state 
of those, whom sensuality has enslaved, is known to 
be in the highest degree despicable and wretched. 

The dread of such shameful captivity may justly 
raise alarms, and wisdom will endeavour to keep 
danger at a distance. By timely caution and sus- 
picious vigilance those desires may be repressed, to 
which indulgence would soon give absolute domi- 
nion; those enemies may be overcome, which, when 
they have been a while accustomed to victory, can 
no longer be resisted. 

Nothing is more fatal to happiness or virtue, than 
that confidence which flatters us with an opinion of 
our own strength, and by assuring us of the power 
of retreat, precipitates us into hazard. Some may 
safely venture farther than others into the regions of 
delight, lay themselves more open to the golden 
shafts of pleasure, and advance nearer to the resi- 
dence of the sirens ; but he that is best armed with 
constancy and reason is yet vulnerable in one part 
or other, and to every man there is a point fixed, be- 
yond which, if he passes, he will not easily return. 
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It is certainly most wise, as it is most safe, to stop 
before he touches the utmost limit, since every step 
of advance will more and more entice him to go for- 
ward, till he shall at last enter into the recesses of 
voluptuousness, and sloth and despondency close 
the passage behind him. 

To deny early and inflexibly, is the only art of 
checking the importunity of desire, and of preserving- 
quiet and innocence. Innocent gratifications must 
be sometimes withheld; he that complies with all 
lawful desires will certainly lose his empire over 
himself, and in time either submit his reason to his 
wishes, and think all his desires lawful, or dismiss 
his reason as troublesome and intrusive, and resolve 
to snatch what he may happen to wish, without in- 
quiring about right and wrong. 

No man, whose appetites are his masters, can per- 
form the duties of his nature with strictness and re- 
gularity ; he that would be superior to external in- 
fluences must first become superior to his own pas- 
sions. 

When the Roman general, sitting at supper with 
a plate of turnips before him, was solicited by large 
presents to betray his trust, he asked the messengers 
whether he that could sup on turnips was a man 
likely to sell his own country. Upon him who has 
reduced his senses to obedience, temptation has lost 
its power; he is able to attend impartially to virtue, 
and execute her commands without hesitation. 

To set the mind above the appetites is the end of 
abstinence, which one of the Fathers observes to be 
not a virtue, but the ground-work of virtue. By 
forbearing to do what may innocently be done, we 
may add hourly new vigour or resolution, and secure 
the power of resistance when pleasure or interest 
shall lend their charms to guilt. 
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53. SATURDAY, APRIL 21, 1759. 


‘ To THE Idler. 

‘ SIR, 

' I HAVE a wife that keeps good company. You 
know that the word good varies its meaning accord- 
ing to the value set upon different qualities in dif- 
ferent places. To be a good man in a college, is to 
be learned ; in a camp, to be brave ; and in the city, 
to be rich. By good company in the place which I 
have the naisfortune to inhabit, we understand not 
always those from whom any good can be learned, 
whether wisdom or virtue ; or by whom any good 
can be conferred, whether profit or reputation. Good 
company is the company of those whose birth is 
high, and whose riches are great ; or of those whom 
the rich and noble admit to familiarity. 

^ I am a gentleman of a fortune by no means exu- 
berant, but more than equal to the wants of my 
family, and for some years equal to our desires. My 
wife, who had never been accustomed to splendour, 
joined her endeavours to mine in the superintendence 
of our economy; we lived in decent plenty, and 
were not excluded from moderate pleasures. 

‘ But slight causes produce great effects. All my 
happiness has been destroyed by change of place ; 
virtue is too often merely local ; in some situations 
the air diseases the body, and in others poisons the 
mind. Being obliged to remove my habitation, I 
was led by my evil genius to a convenient house in 
a street where many of the nobility reside. We had 
scarcely ranged our furniture, and aired our rooms, 
when mywife began to grow discontented, and to 
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wonder what the neighbours would think when they 
saw so few chairs and chariots at her door. 

^ Her acquaintance, who came to see her from the 
quarter that we had left, mortified her without de- 
sign, by continual inquiries about the ladies whose 
houses they viewed from our windows. She was 
ashamed to confess that she had no intercourse with 
them, and sheltered her distress under general an- 
swers, which always tended to raise suspicion that 
she knew more than she would tell ; but she was 
often reduced to difficulties, when the course of talk 
introduced questions about the furniture or orna- 
ments of their houses, which, when she could get 
no intelligence, she was forced to pass slightly over, 
as things which she saw so often that she never 
minded them. 

‘ To all these vexations she was resolved to put 
an end, and redoubled her visits to those few of her 
friends who visited those who kept good company ; 
and, if ever she met a lady of quality, forced herself 
into notice by respect and assiduity. Her advances 
were generally rejected; and she heard them, as 
they went down stairs, talk how some creatures put 
themselves forward. 

^ She was not discouraged, but crept forward from 
one to another ; and as perseverance will do great 
things, sapped her way unperceived, till, unexpect- 
edly, she appeared at the card-table of Lady Biddy 
Porpoise, a lethargic virgin of seventy-six, whom 
all the families in the next square visited very punc- 
tually when she was not at home. 

^ This was the first step of that elevation to which 
my wife has since ascended. For five months she 
had no name in her mouth but that of Lady Biddy, 
who, let the world say what it would, had a fine un- 
derstanding, and such a command of her temper, 
that whether she won or lost, she slept over her cards. 

Q 3 
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^ At Lady Biddy^s she met with Lady Tawdry, 
whose favour she gained by estimating her earrings, 
which were counterfeit, at twice the value of real 
diamonds. When she had once entered two houses 
of distinction, she was easily admitted into more, 
and in ten weeks had all her time anticipated by 
parties and engagements. Every morning she is 
bespoke, in the summer, for the gardens; in the 
winter, for a sale ; every afternoon she has visits to 
pay, and every night brings an inviolable appoint- 
ment, or an assembly in which the best company in 
the town were to appear. 

‘ You will easily imagine that much of my do- 
mestic comfort is withdrawn. I never see my wife 
but in the hurry of preparation, or the languor of 
weariness. To dre^s and to undress is almost her 
whole business in private, and the servants take ad- 
vantage of her negligence to increase expense. But 
I can supply her omission by my own diligence, and 
should not much regret this new course of life, if it 
did nothing more than transfer to me the care of our 
accounts. The changes which it has made are more 
vexatious. My wife has no longer the use of her 
understanding. She has no rule of action but the 
fashion. She has no opinion but that of the people 
of quality. She has no language but the dialect of 
her own set of company. She hates and admires in 
humble imitation ; and echoes the words charming 
and detestable without consulting her own percep- 
tions. 

‘ If for a few minutes we sit down together, she 
entertains me with the repartees of Lady Cackle, or 
the conversation of Lord Whiffier and Miss Quick, 
and wonders to find me receiving with indifference 
sayings which put all the company into laughter. 

‘ By her old friends she is no longer very willing 
to be seen, but she must not rid herself of them all 
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at once; and is sometimes surprised by her best 
visitants in company which she would not show, 
and cannot hide ; but from the moment that a coun- 
tess enters, she takes care neither to hear nor see 
them : they soon find themselves neglected, and re- 
tire ; and she tells her ladyship that they are some- 
how related at a great distance, and that as they are 
good sort of people she cannot be rude to them. 

^ As by this ambitious union with those that are 
above her, she is always forced upon disadvanta- 
geous comparisons of her condition with theirs, she 
has a constant source of misery within ; and never 
returns from glittering assemblies and magnificent 
apartments but she growls out her discontent, and 
wonders why she was doomed to so indigent a state. 
When she attends the duchess to a sale, she always 
sees something that she cannot buy ; and, that she 
may not seem wholly insignificant, she will some- 
times venture to bid, and often make acquisitions 
which she did not want, at prices which she cannot 
afford. 

^ What adds to all this uneasiness is, that this ex- 
pense is without use, and this vanity without honour; 
she forsakes houses where she might be courted, for 
those where she is only suffered; her equals are 
daily made her enemies, and her superiors will never 
be her friends. 


I am, Sir, yours, &c/ 
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N" 54 SATURDAY, APRIL 28, 1759. 


< To THE Idler. 

‘ SIR, 

< You have lately entertained your admirers with the 
case of an unfortunate husband, and thereby given a 
demonstrative proof you are not averse even to hear 
appeals and terminate differences between man and 
wife ; I therefore take the liberty to present you 
with the case of an injured lady, which, as it chiefly 
relates to what I think the lawyers call a point of law, 
I shall do in as juridical a manner as I am capable, 
and submit it to the consideration of the learned 
gentlemen of that profession. 

^ Imprimis, In the style of my marriage articles, a 
marriage was had and solemnized,’' about six months 
ago, between me and Mr. Savecharges, a gentleman 
possessed of a plentiful fortune of his own, and one 
who, I was persuaded, would improve, and not 
spend, mine. 

^ Before our marriage, Mr. Savecharges had all 
along preferred the salutary exercise of walking on 
foot, to the distempered ease, as he terms it, of 
lolling in a chariot ; but, notwithstanding his fine 
panegyrics on walking, the great advantages the in- 
fantry were in the sole possession of, and the many 
dreadful dangers they escaped, he found I had very 
different notions of an equipage, and was not easily 
to be converted, or gained over to his party. 

* An equipage I was determined to have, whenever 
I married. I too well knew the disposition of my 
intended consort to leave the providing one entirely 
to his honour, and flatter myself Mr. Savecharges 
has, in the articles made previous to our marriage, 
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agreed to keep me a coach but lest I should be 
mistaken, or the attorney should not have done me 
Justice in methodizing or legalizing these half dozen 
words, I will set about and transcribe that part of 
the agreement, which will explain the matter to you 
much better than can be done by one who is so 
deeply interested in the event ; and shew on what 
foundation I build my hopes of being soon under the 
transporting, delightful denomination of a fashion- 
able lady, who enjoys the exalted and much-envied 
felicity of bowling about in her own coach. 

* And farther, the said Solomon Savecharges, 
for divers good causes and considerations him here- 
unto moving, hath agreed, and doth hereby agree, 
that the said Solomon Savecharges shall and will,^ so 
soon as conveniently may be after the solemnization 
of the said intended marriage, at his own proper cost 
and charges, find and provide a certain Dehich or 
four-wheel carriage, commonly called or known hy the 
name of a coach ; which said vehicle or wheel-car- 
riage, so called or known by the name of a coach, 
shall be used and enjoyed by tbe said Sukey Modish, 
his intended wife [pray mind that, Mr. Idler], at such 
times and in such manner as she, the said Sukey 
Modish, shall think fit and convenient.’' 

' Such, Mr. Idler, is the agreement my passionate 
admirer entered into ; and what the dear frugal hus- 
band calls a performance of it remains to^ he de- 
scribed. Soon after the ceremony of signing and 
sealing was over, our wedding-clothes being sent 
home, and, in short, every thing in readiness except 
the coach, my own shadow was scarcely more con- 
stant than my passionate lover in his attendance on 
me : wearied by his perpetual importunities for what 
he qalled a completion of his bliss, I consented to 
make him happy; in a few days I gave him my 
band, and, attended by Hymen in his saffron robes 
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retired to a country-seat of my husband's, where the 
honey-moon flew over our heads ere we had time to 
recollect ourselves, or think of our engagements in 
town. Well, to town we came, and you may be 
sure. Sir, I expected to step into my coach on my 
arrival here : but what was my surprise and disap- 
pointment, when, instead of this, he began to sound 
in my ears, ‘‘ that the interest of money was low^ very 
low ; and what a terrible thing it was to be encum- 
bered with a little regiment of servants in these hard 
times 1” I could easily perceive what all this tended 
to, but would not seem to understand him; which 
made it highly necessary for Mr. Savecharges to ex- 
plain himself more intelligibly ; to harp upon and 
protest he dreaded the expense of keeping a coach. 
And truly, for his part, he could not conceive how 
the pleasure resulting from such a convenience could 
be any way adequate to the heavy expense attend- 
ing it. I now thought it high time to speak with 
equal plainness, and to}d him, as the fortune I 
brought, fairly entitled me to ride in my own coach, 
and as I was sensible his circumstances would very 
well afford it, he must pardon me if I insisted on a 
performance of his agreement. 

^ I appeal to you, Mr. Idler, whether any thing 
could be more civil, more complaisant, than this ? 
And, would you believe it, the creature in return, a 
few days after, accosted me, in an offended tone, 
with, Madam, I can now tell you your coach is 
ready; and since you are so passionately fond of one, 
I intend you the honour of keeping a pair of horses. 
—You insisted upon having an article of pin-money, 
and horses are no part of my agreement,’' Base, 
designing wretch ! — I beg your pardon, Mr. Idler, 
the very recital of such mean, ungentleman-like be- 
haviour fires my blood, and lights up a flame within 
me. But hence, thou worst of monsters, ill-timed 
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Ea^e, and let me not spoil my cause for want of 
temper. 

' Now, tbougK I am convinced I might make a 
worse use of part of my pin-money than by extend- 
ing my bounty towards the support of so useful a 
part of the brute creation, yet, like a true-born Eng- 
lishwoman, I am so tenacious of my rights and pri- 
vileges, and, moreover, so good a friend to the gentle- 
men of the law, that I protest, Mr. Idler, sooner than 
tamely give up the point, and be quibbled out of ray 
right, I will receive my pin-money, as it were with 
one hand, and pay it to them with the other ; pro-: 
vided they will give me, or, what is the same thing, 
my trustees, encouragement to commence a suit 
against this dear, frugal husband of mine. 

* And of this I can’t have the least shadow of 
doubt, inasmuch as I have been told by very good 
authority, it is someway or other laid down as a 
rule, ‘‘ That wherever the law doth give any thing 
to one, it giveth impliedly whatever is necessary for 
the taking and enjoying the same.” Now, I would 
gladly know what enjoyment I, or any lady in the 
kingdom, can have of a coach without horses ? The 
answer is obvious — None at all I For, as Serjeant 
Catlyne very wisely observes, “ Though a coach bas 
wheels, to the end it may thereby, and by virtue 
thereof, be enabled to move ; yet, in point of utility, it 
may as well have none, if they are not put in motion 
by means of its vital parts, that is, the horses.” 

' And therefore, Sir, I humbly hope you and the 
learned in the law will be of opinion, that two cer- 
tain animals, or quadruped creatures, commonly 
called or known by the name of horses, ought to be 
annexed to, and go along with, the coach, 

SUKET SaVECHARGES.’ 


^ Coke on littleton. 



180 


IDLER, 


N" 55. 


W 55. SATURDAY, MAY 5, 1759. 


^ MB. IDLER, 

‘ I HAVE taken the liberty of laying before you my 
complaint, and of desiiing advice or consolation 
with the greater confidence, because I believe many 
other writers have suffered the same indignities with 
myself, and hope my quarrel will be regarded by 
you and your readers as the common cause of lite- 
rature. 

' Having been long a student, I thought myself 
qualified in time to become an author. My inqui- 
ries had been much diversified and far extended, 
and not finding my genius directing me by irresist- 
ible impulse to any particular subject, I deliberated 
three years which part of knowledge to illustrate by 
my labours. Choice is more often determined by 
accident than by reason : I walked abroad one morn- 
ing with a curious lady, and by her inquiries and ob- 
servations was incited to write the natural history of 
the county in which I reside, 

‘ Natural history is no work for one that loves his 
chair or his bed. Speculation may be pursued on 
a soft couch, but nature must be observed in the 
open air. I have collected materials with indefa- 
tigable pertinacity. I have gathered glow-worms in 
the evening, and snails in the morning ; I have seen 
the daisy close and open : I have heard the owl 
shriek at midnight, and hunted insects in the heat 
of noon. 

‘ Seven years I was employed in collecting ani- 
mals and vegetables, and then found that my de- 
sign was yet imperfect. The subterranean treasures 
of the place had been passed unobserved, and an- 
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other year was to be spent in mines and coal-pits. 
What I had already done supplied a sufficient mo- 
tive to do more. 1 acquainted myself with the black 
inhabitants of metallic caverns, and, in defiance of 
damps and floods, wandered through the gloomy la- 
byrinths, and gathered fossils from every fissure. 

^ At last I began to write, and as I finished any 
section of my book, read it to such of my friends 
as were most skilful in the matter which it treated. 
None of them were satisfied : one disliked the dis- 
position of the parts, another the colours of the style; 
one advised me to enlarge, another to abridge. I 
resolved to read no more, but to take my own way, 
and write on, for by consultation I only perplexed 
my thoughts and retarded my work. 

^ The book was at last finished, and I did not 
doubt but my labour would be repaid by profit, and 
my ambition satisfied with honours. I considered 
that natural history is neither temporary nor local, 
and that though I limited my inquiries to my own 
country, yet every part of the earth has productions 
common to all the rest. Civil history may be par- 
tially studied, the revolutions of one nation may be 
neglected by another ; but after that in which all 
have an interest, all must be inquisitive. No man 
can have sunk so far into stupidity as not to con- 
sider the properties of the ground on which he walks, 
of the plants on which he feeds, or the animals that 
delight his ear, or amuse his eye ; and therefore I 
computed that universal curiosity would calhfor 
many editions of my book, and that in five years 
I should gain fifteen thousand pounds by the sale of 
thirty thousand copies. 

‘ When I began to write, I insured the house; and 
suffered the utmost solicitude when I intrusted my 
book to the carrier, though I had secured it against 
mischances by lodging two transcripts in different 
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places. At my arrival, I expected that the patrons 
of learning would contend for the honour of a dedi- 
cation, and resolved to maintain the dignity of 
letters by a haughty contempt of pecuniary solici- 
tations. 

^ I took lodgings near the house of the Eoyal So- 
ciety, and expected every morning a visit from the 
president. I walked in the Park, and wondered that 
I overheard no mention of the great naturalist. At 
last I visited a noble earl, and told him of my work : 
he answered, that he was under an engagement 
never to subscribe. I was angry to have that re- 
fused which I did not mean to ask, and concealed 
my design of making him immortal. I went next 
day to another, and in resentment of my late affront, 
offered to prefix his name to my new book. He 
said, coldly, that '' he did not understand those 
things another thought there were too many 
books f and another would '' talk with me when the 
races were over.” 

« Being amazed to find a man of learning so in- 
decently slighted, I resolved to indulge the philo- 
sophical pride of retirement and independence. I 
then sent to some of the principal booksellers the 
plan of my book, and bespoke a large room in the 
next tavern, that I might more commodiously see 
them together, and enjoy the contest, while they 
were outbidding one another. I drank my coffee, 
and yet nobody was come ; at last I received a 
note from one, to tell me that he was going out of 
town ; and from another, that natural history was 
out of his way. At last there came a grave man, 
who desired to see the work, and without opening 
it, told me, that a book of that size \yould never 
do.” 

^ I then condescended to step into shops, and men- 
tion my work to the tnasters. Some never dealt 
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with authors ; others had their hands full ; some 
never had known such a dead time; others had lost 
by all that they had published for the last twelve- 
months. One offered to print my work, if I could 
procure subscriptions for five hundred, and would 
allow me two hundred copies for my property. I 
lost my patience, and gave him a kick ; for which 
he has indicted me. 

^ I can easily perceive that there is a combination 
among them to defeat my expectations ; and I find 
it so general, that I am sure it must have been long 
concerted. I suppose some of my friends, to whom 
I read the first part, gave notice of my design, and 
perhaps, sold the treacherous intelligence at a higher 
price than the fraudulence of trade will now allow 
me for my book. 

^ Inform me, Mr. Idler, what I must do ; where 
must knowledge and industry find their recompense, 
thus neglected by the high, and cheated by the 
low ! I sometimes resolve to print my book at my 
own expense, and, like the Sibyl, double the price ; 
and sometimes am tempted, in emulation of Raleigh, 
to throw it into the fire, and leave the sordid gene- 
ration to the curses of posterity. Tell me, dear 
Idler, what I shall do. I am, Sir, &c/ 


N°56. SATURDAY, MAY 12, 1759. 


There is such difference between the pursuits of 
men, that one part of the inhabitants of a great city 
lives to little other purpose than to wonder at the 
rest. Some have hopes and fears, wishes and aver- 
?iions, which never enter into the thoughts of others, 
r2 
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and inquiry is laboriously exerted to gain that wMcb 
those who possess it are ready to throw away. 

To those who are accustomed to value everything 
by its use, and have no such superfluity of time or 
money as may prompt them to unnatural wants or 
capricious emulations, nothing appears more impro- 
bable or extravagant than the love of curiosities, or 
that desire of accumulating trifles, which distin- 
guishes many by whom no other distinction could 
have ever been obtained. 

He that has lived without knowing to what height 
desire may be raised by vanity, with what rapture 
baubles are snatched out of the hands of rival col- 
lectors, how the eagerness of one raises eagerness in 
another, and one worthless purchase makes a second 
necessary, may, by passing a few hours at an auction, 
learn more than can be shewn by many volumes of 
maxims or essays. 

The advertisement of a sale is a signal which 
at once puts a thousand hearts in motion, and 
brings contenders from every part to the scene of 
distribution. He that had resolved to buy no 
more, feels his constancy subdued ; there is now 
something in the catalogue which completes his 
cabinet, and which he was never before able to 
find. He whose sober reflections inform him, that 
of adding collection to collection there is no end, 
and that it is wise to leave early that which must 
be left imperfect at last, yet cannot withhold him- 
self fiom coming to see what it is that brings so 
many together, and when he comes is soon over- 
powered by his habitual passion ; he is attracted by 
rarity, seduced by example, and inflamed by com- 
petition. 

While the stores of pride and happiness are sur- 
veyed, one looks with longing eyes and gloomy 
countenance on that which he despairs to gain from 
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a rich bidder; aiiotber keeps his eye with care 
from settling too long on that which he most ear- 
nestly desires; and another, with more art than 
virtue, depreciates that which he values most, in 
hope to have it at an easy rate. 

The novice is often surprised to see what mi^ 
nute and unimportant discriminations increase or 
diminish value. An irregular contortion of a tur- 
binated shell, which common eyes pass unregarded, 
will ten times treble its price in the imagination of 
philosophers. Beauty is far from operating upon col- 
lectors as upon low and vulgar minds, even where 
beauty might be thought the only quality that could 
deserve notice. Among the shells that please by their 
variety of colours, if one can be found accidently 
deformed by a cloudy spot, it is boasted as the pride 
of the collection. China is sometimes purchased for 
little less than its weight in gold, only because it is 
old, though neither less brittle, nor better painted 
than the modern ; and brown china is caught up with 
ecstacy, though no reason can be imagined for which 
it should be preferred to common vessels of common 
clay. 

The fate of prints and coins is equally inexplicable. 
Some prints are treasured up as inestimably valuable, 
because the impression was made before the plate 
was finished. Of coins the price rises not from the 
purity of the metal, the excellence of the workman- 
ship, the elegance of the legend, or the chronological 
use. A piece, of which neither the inscription can 
be read, nor the face distinguished, if there remain 
of it but enough to shew that it is rare, will be sought 
by contending nations, and dignify the treasury in 
which it shall be shewn. 

Whether this curiosity, so barren of immediate 
advantage, and so liable to deprivation, does more 
harm or good, is not easily decided. Its harm is 
B. 3 
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apparent at the first view. It fills the mind with 
trifling ambition; fixes the attention upon^ things 
which have seldom any tendency towards virtue or 
wisdom ; employs in idle inquiries the time that is 
given for better purposes ; and often ends in mean 
and dishonest practises, when desire increases^ by 
indulgence beyond the power of honest gratification. 

These are the effects of curiosity in excess ; but 
wbat passion in excess will not become vicious ? All 
indifferent qualities and practices are bad, if they 
are compared with those which are good, and good 
if they are opposed to those that are bad. The pride 
or the pleasure of making collections, if it be re- 
strained by prudence and morality, produces a pleas- 
ing remission after more laborious studies ; furnishes 
an amusement not wholly unprofitable for that part 
of life, -the greater part of many lives, which would 
otherwise be lost in idleness or vice ; it produces a 
useful traffic between the industry of indigence and 
the curiosity of wealth ; it brings many things to 
notice that would be neglected, and, by fixing the 
thoughtsiipon intellectual pleasures, resists the na- 
tural encroachments of sensuality, and maintains the 
mind in her lawful superiority. 


57. SATURDAY, MAY 19, 1759. 


Prudence is of more frequent use than any other 
intellectual quality ; it is exerted on slight occasions, 
and called into act by the cursory business of com- 
mon life. 

Whatever is universally necessary, has been grant- 
ed to mankind on easy terms. Prudence, as it is 
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always wanted, is without great difficulty obtained. 
It requires neither extensive view nor profound 
search, but forces itself, by spontaneous impulse, 
upon a mind neither great nor busy, neither en- 
grossed by vast designs, nor distracted by multi- 
plicity of attraction. 

Prudence operates on life in the same manner as 
rules on composition : it produces vigilance rather 
than elevation ; rather prevents loss than procures 
advantage ; and often escapes miscarriages, but sel- 
dom reaches either power or honour. It quenches 
that ardour of enterprise by which every thing is 
done that can claim praise or admiration ; and re- 
presses that generous temerity which often fails and 
often succeeds. Rules may obviate faults, but can 
never confer beauties ; and prudence keeps life safe, 
but does not often make it happy. The world is not 
amazed with prodigies of excellence, but when wit 
tiamples upon rules, and magnanimity breaks the 
chains of prudence. 

One of the most prudent of all that have fallen 
within my observation, is my old companion Sophron, 
who has passed through the world in quiet, by per- 
petual adherence to a few plain maxims, and won- 
ders how contention and distress can so often happen. 

The first principle of Sophron is to 7'un no hazards. 
Though he loves money, he is of opinion that fru- 
gality is a more certain source of riches than indus- 
try. It is to no purpose that any prospect of large 
profit is set before him ; he believes little about fu- 
turity, and does not love to trust his money out of 
his sight, for nobody knows what may happen. He 
has a small estate, which he lets at the old rent, be- 
cause it is better to have a little than nothing; but he 
rigorously demands payment on the stated day, for 
he that cannot pay one quarter cannot pay two. If 
he IS told of any improvements in agriculture, he 
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likes the old way, has observed that changes very 
seldom answers expectation ; is of opinion that our 
forefathers knew how to till the ground as well as we; 
and concludes with an argument that nothing can 
overpower, that the expense of planting and fencing 
is immediate, and the advantage distant, and that 
^ he is no wise man who will (juit a certainty for an 
uncertainty/ 

Another of Sophron’s rules is, ^ to mind no busi- 
ness but his own.' In the state he is of no party; 
but hears and speaks of public affairs with the same 
coldness as of the administration of some ancient re- 
public. If any flagrant act of fraud or oppression 
is mentioned, he hopes that ^ all is not true that is 
told : ' if misconduct or corruption puts the nation 
in a flame, he hopes that ^ every man means well/ 
At elections he leaves his dependants to their own 
choice, and declines to vote himself, for every can- 
didate is a good man, whom he is unwilling to op- 
pose or offend. 

If disputes happen among his neighbours, he ob - 
serves an invariable and cold neutrality. His punc- 
tuality has gained him the reputation of honesty, and 
his caution that of wisdom ; and few would refuse to 
refer their claims to his award. He might have 
prevented many expensive lawsuits, and quenched 
many a feud in its first smoke ; but always refuses 
the office of arbitration, because he must decide 
against one or the other. 

With the affairs of other families he is always un- 
acquainted. He sees estates bought and sold, 
squandered and increased, without praising the eco- 
nomist, or censuring the spendthrift. He never 
courts the rising lest they should fall ; nor insults 
the fallen lest they should rise again- His caution 
has the appearance of virtue, and all who do not 
want his help praise his benevolence; but, if any 
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man solicits his assistance, he has just sent away all 
his money ; and, when the petitioner is gone, de- 
clares to his family, ^that hens sorry>r his misfor- 
tunes, has always looked upon him with particular 
kindness, and therefore could not lend him money, 
lest he should destroy their friendship by the neces- 
sity of enforcing payment. 

Of domestic misfortunes he has^ never , heard. 
When he is told the hundredth time of a gentleman^s 
daughter who^has married the coachman, he lifts up 
his hands with astonishment, for he always thought 
her a very sober girl. When nuptial quarrels, after 
having filled the country with talk and laughter, at 
last end in separation, he never can conceive how 
it happened, for he looked upon them as a happy 
couple. 

If his advice is asked, he never gives any particu- 
lar direction, because events are uncertain, and he 
will bring no blame upon himself; but he takes the 
consulter tenderly by the hand, tells him he makes 
his case his own, and advises him not to act rashly, 
but to weigh the reasons on both sides ; observes, 
that a man may be as easily too hasty as too slow, 
and that as many fail by doing too much as too lit- 
tle; that a wise man has two ears and one tongue 
and ‘ that little said is soon mended that he could 
tell him this and that, but that after all every man 
is the best judge of his own affairs. 

With this some are satisfied, and go home with 
great reverence of Sophron’s wisdom ; and none are 
offended, because every one is left in full possession 
of his own opinion. 

Sophron gives no characters. It is 'equally, vain 
to tell him of vice and virtue ; for he has remarked, 
that no man likes to be censured, * and that very few 
ar^ delighted with the praises of another. He has a 
few terms which he uses to all alike. With respect 
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to fortune, he believes every family to be in good cir- 
cumstances ; he never exalts any understanding by 
lavish praise, yet he meets with none but very sen- 
sible people. Every man is honest and hearty ; and 
every woman is a good creature. 

Thus Sophron creeps along, neither loved nor 
hated, neither favoured nor opposed: he has never 
attempted to grow rich, for fear of growing poor ; 
and has raised no friends, for fear of making enemies. 


N" 58. SATURDAY, MAY 26, 1759. 


Pleasure is very seldom found where it is sought. 
Our brightest blazes of gladness are commonly 
kindled by unexpected sparks. The flowers which 
scatter their odours from time to time in the paths of 
life, grow up without culture from seeds scattered 
by chance. 

Nothing is more hopeless than a scheme of mer- 
riment. Wits and humorists are brought together 
from distant quarters by preconcerted invitations ; 
they come attended by their admirers, prepared to 
laugh and to applaud ; they gaze awhile on each 
other, ashamed to be silent, and afraid to speak ; 
every man is discontented with himself, grows angry 
with those that give him pain, and resolves that he 
will contribute nothing to the merriment of such 
worthless company. Wine inflames the general 
malignity, and changes sullenness to petulance, till 
at last none can bear any longer the presence of the 
rest. They retire to vent their indignation in safer 
places, where they are heard with attention ; their 
importance is restored, they recover their good-hu- 
mour, and gladden the night with wit and jocularity- 
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Merriment is always the effect of a sudden im- 
pression. The jest which is expected is already de- 
stroyed. The most active imagination will be some- 
times torpid under the frigid influence of melancholy, 
and sometimes occasions will be wanting to tempt 
the mind, however volatile, to sallies and excursions. 
Nothing was ever said with uncommon felicity, but 
by the co-operation of chance, and, therefore, wit as 
well as valour must be content to share its honours 
with fortune. 

All other pleasures are equally uncertain; the 
general remedy of uneasiness is change of place ; 
almost every one has some journey of pleasure in 
his mind, with which he flatters his expectation. 
He that travels in theory has no inconvenience ; he 
has shade and sunshine at his disposal, and wherever 
he alights finds tables of plenty and looks of gaiety. 
These ideas are indulged till the day of departure 
arrives, the chaise is called, and the progress of hap- 
piness begins. 

A few miles teach him the fallacies of imagina- 
tion. The rode is dusty, the air is sultry, the horses 
are sluggish, and the postilion brutal. He longs 
for the time of dinner, that he may eat and rest. 
The inn is crowded, his orders are neglected, and 
nothing remains but that he devour in haste what 
the cook has spoiled, and drive on in quest of better 
entertainment. He finds at night a more commo- 
dious house, but the best is always worse than he 
expected- 

He at last enters his native province, and resolves 
to feast his mind with the conversation of his old 
fiiends, and the recollection of juvenile frolics. He 
stops at the house of his friend, whom he designs to 
overpower with pleasure by the unexpected inter- 
view. He is not known till he tells his name, and 
•revives the memory of himself by a gradual expla- 
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nation. He is then coldly received and ceremoni- 
Otisly feasted. He hastes away to another, whom 
his affairs have called to a distant place, and having 
seen the empty house, goes away disgusted, by a 
disappointment which could not be intended because 
it could not be foreseen. At the next house he finds 
every face clouded with misfortune, and is regarded 
with malevolence as an unreasonable intruder, who 
comes not to visit but to insult them. 

It is seldom that we find either men or places such 
as we expect them. He that has pictured a prospect 
upon his fancy, will receive little pleasure from his 
eyes *, he that has anticipated the conversation of a 
wit, will wonder to what prejudice he owes his re- 
putation. Yet it is necessary to hope, though hope 
should always be deluded ; for hope itself is happi- 
ness, and Its frustrations, however frequent, are yet 
less dreadful than its extinction. 


59. SATURDAY, JUNE 2, 1759. 


In the common enjoyments of hfe, we cannot very 
liberally indulge the present hour, but by anticipa- 
ting part of the pleasure which might have relieved 
the tediousness of another day ; and any uncommon 
exertion of strength, or perseverance in labour, is 
succeeded by a long interval of languor and weari- 
ness. Whatever advantage we snatch beyond the 
certain portion allotted us by nature, is like money 
spent before it is due, which at the time of regular 
payment will be noissed and regretted. 

Fame, like all other things which are supposed to 
give or to increase happiness, is dispensed with the 
same equality of distribution. He that is loudly 
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praised will be clamorously censured ; be that rises 
hastily into fame will be in danger of sinking sud- 
denly into oblivion. 

Of many writers who filled their age with wonder, 
and whose names we find celebrated m the books of 
their contemporaries, the works are now no longer 
to be seen, or are seen only amidst the lumber of 
libraries which are seldom visited, where they lie 
only to shew the deceitfulness of hope, and the un- 
certainty of honour. 

Of the decline of reputation many causes may be 
assigned. It is commonly lost because it never was 
deserved ; and was conferred at first, not by the suf- 
frage of criticism, but by the fondness of friendship, 
or servility of flattery. The great and popular are 
very freely applauded ; but all soon grow weary of 
echoing to each other a name which has no other 
claim to notice, hut that many mouths are pro- 
nouncing it at once. 

But many have lost the final reward of their 
labours because they were too hasty to enjoy it. 
They have laid hold on recent occurrences, and 
eminent names, and delighted their readers with al- 
lusions and remarks, in which all were interested, 
and to which all therefore were attentive. But the 
effect ceased with its cause ; the time quickly came 
when new events drove the former from memory, 
when the vicissitudes of the world biought^new 
hopes and fears, transferred the love and hatred of 
the public to other agents, and the writer, whose 
works were no longer assisted by gratitude or re- 
sentment, was left to the cold regard of idle curiosity. 

He that writes upon general principles, or delivers 
universal truths, may hope to be often read, because 
his work will be equally useful at all times ^ and 
in every country; but he cannot expect it to be 
received with eagerness, or to spread with rapidity, 
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because desire can have no particular stimulation ; 
that which is to be loved long must be loved with 
reason rather than with passion. He that lays out 
his labours upon temporary subjects, easily finds 
readers, and quickly loses them ; for what should 
make the book valued when its subject is no more ? 

These observations will shew the reason why the 
poem of Hudibras is almost forgotten, however em- 
bellished with sentiments and diversified with allu- 
sions, however bright with wit, and however solid 
with truth. The hypocrisy which is detected, and 
the folly which it ridiculed, have long vanished from 
public notice. Those who had felt the mischief of 
discord, and the tyranny of usurpation, read it with 
rapture, for every line brought back to memory 
something known, and gratified resentment by the 
just censure of something hated. But the book 
which was once quoted by princes, and which sup-^ 
plied conversation to all the assemblies of the gay 
and the witty, is now seldom mentioned, and even 
by those that afiect to mention it, is seldom read. 
So vainly is wit lavished upon fugitive topics, so lit- 
tle can architecture secure duration when the ground 
is false. 


60. SATURDAY, JUNE 9, 1759. 


Criticism is a study by which men grow important 
and formidable at a very small expense. The power 
of invention has been conferred by nature upon 
few, and the labour of learning those sciences which 
may by mere labour be obtained is too great to be 
willingly endured j but every man can exert such 
judgment as he has upon the works of others ; and 
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lie whom nature has made weak, and idleness keeps 
ignorant, may yet support his vanity by the name of 
a Critic. 

I hope it will give comfort to great numbers who 
are passing through the world in obscurity, when I 
inform them how easily distinction may be obtained. 
All the other powers of literature are coy and haughty, 
they must be long courted, and at last are not always 
gained ; but Criticism is a goddess easy of access 
and forward of advance ; who will meet the slow, 
and encourage the timorous ; the want of meaning 
she supplies with words, and the want of spirit she 
recompenses with malignity. 

This profession has one recommendation peculiar 
to itself, that it gives vent to malignity without real 
mischief. No genius was ever blasted by the breath 
of critics. The poison which, if confined, would 
have burst the heart, fumes away in empty hisses, 
and malice is set at ease with very little danger to 
merit. The critic is the only man whose triumph is 
without another’s pain, and whose greatness does 
not rise upon another’s ruin. 

To a study at once so easy and so reputable, so 
malicious and so harmless, it cannot be necessary to 
invite my readers by a long or laboured exhortation ; 
it is sufficient, since all would he critics if they could, 
to shew by one eminent example that all can be cri- 
tics if they will. 

Dick Minim, after the common course of puerile 
studies, in which he was no great proficient, was put 
an apprentice to a brewer, with whom he had lived 
two years, when his uncle died in the city, and left 
him a large fortune in the stocks. Dick had for six 
months before used the company of the lower players, 
of whom he had learned to scorn a trade, and, be- 
ing now at liberty to follow his genius, he resolved 
to be a man of wit and humour. That he might be 
s 2 
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properly initiated in his new character, he frequented 
the coffee-houses near the theatres, where he lis- 
tened very diligently, day after day, to those who 
talked of language and sentiments, and unities and 
catastrophes, till by slow degrees he began to think 
that he understood something of the stage, and hoped 
in time to talk himself. 

But he did not trust so much to natural sagacity 
as wholly to neglect the help of books. When the 
theatres were shut, he retired to Richmond with a 
few select writers, whose opinions he impressed upon 
his memory by unwearied diligence ; and, when he 
returned with other wits to the town, was able to 
tell, in very proper phrases, that the chief business 
of art is to follow nature ; that a perfect writer is not 
to be expected, because genius decays as judgment 
increases ; that the great art is the art of blotting ; 
and that, according to the rule of Horace, every 
piece should be kept nine years. 

Of the great authors he now began to display the 
characters, laying down as a universal position, that 
all had beauties and defects. His opinion was, that 
Shakspeare, committing himself wholly to the im- 
pulse of nature, wanted that correctness which learn- 
ing would have given him ; and that Johnson, trust- 
ing to learning, did not sufficiently cast his eye on 
nature. He blamed the stanza of Spenser, and could 
not bear the hexameters of Sidney, Denham and 
Waller he held the first reformers of English num- 
bers ; and thought that if Waller could have ob- 
tained the strength of Denham, or Denham the 
sweetness of Waller, Iheie had been nothing want- 
ing to complete a poet He often expressed his 
commiseration of Dryden’s poverty, and his indig- 
nation at the age which suffered him to write for 
bread; he repeated with rapture the first lines of 
All for but wondered at the corruption of taste 
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which could bear any thirxg so unnatural as rhyming 
tragedies. In Otway he found uncommon powers 
of moving the passions, but was disgusted by his 
general negligence, and blamed him for making a 
conspirator his hero ; and never concluded his dis- 
quisition without remarking how happily the sound 
of the clock is made to alarm the audience. Southern 
would have been his favourite, but that he mixes 
comic with tragic scenes, intercepts the natural course 
of the passions, and fills the mind with a wild con- 
fusion of mirth and melancholy. The versification 
of Rowe he thought too melodious for the stage, and 
too little varied in different passions. He made it 
the great fault of Congreve, that all his persons 
were wits, and that he always wrote with more art 
than nature. He considered Cato rather as a poem 
than a play, and allowed Addison to be the com- 
plete master of allegory and grave humour, but paid 
no great deference to him as a critic. He thought 
the chief merit of Prior was in his easy tales, and 
lighter poems, though he allowed that his Solo-- 
mon had many noble sentiments elegantly expressed. 
In Swift he discovered an inimitable vein of irony, 
and an easiness which all would hope and few would 
attain. Pope he was inclined to degrade from a 
poet to a versifier, and thought his numbers rather 
luscious than sweet. He^often lamented the neglect 
of Fliczdra mid Hippolihis, and wished to see the 
stage under better regulations. 

These assertions passed commonly uncontradicted; 
and if now and then an opponent started up, he was 
quickly repressed by the suffrages of the company, 
and Minim went away from every dispute with ela- 
tion of heart and increase of confidence. 

He now grew conscious of his abilities, and began 
to talk of the present state of dramatic poetry ; 
wondered what was become of the comic genius 
s3 
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wliicK supplied our ancestors with wit and plea- 
santry, and why no writer could be found that durst 
now venture beyond a farce. He saw no reason for 
thinking that the vein of humour was exhausted, 
since we live in a country where liberty suffers every 
character to spread itself to its utmost bulk, and 
which, therefore, produces more originals than all the 
rest of the world together. Of tragedy he concluded 
business to be the soul, and yet often hinted that 
love predominates too much upon the modern stage. 

He was now an acknowledged critic, and had his 
own seat in a coffee-house, and headed a party in 
the pit. Minim has more vanity than ill-nature, and 
seldom desires to do much mischief ; he will, per- 
haps, murmur a little in the ear of him that sits next 
him, but endeavours to influence the audience to 
favour, by clapping when an actor exclaims, ‘ Ye 
gods !’ or laments the misery of his country. 

By degrees he was admitted to rehearsals ; and 
many of his friends are of opinion, that our present 
poets are indebted to him for their happiest thoughts ; 
by his contrivance the bell was rung twice in Barba- 
rossa, and by his persuasion the author of Cleone 
concluded his play with a couplet; for what can be 
more absurd, said Minim, than that part of a play 
should be ihymed, and part written in blank verse ? 
and by what acquisition of faculties is the speaker;, 
who never could find rhymes before, enabled to 
rhyme at the conclusion of an act? 

He is the great investigator of hidden beauties, 
and is particularly delighted when he finds the 
sound an echo to the sense. He has read all our 
poets with particular attention to this delicacy of 
versification, and wonders at the supineness with 
which their works have been hitherto perused, so 
that no man has found the sound of a drum in this 
distich : 
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When pulpit, drum ecclesiastic, 

Was beat with fist instead of a stick, 

and tliafc the wonderful lines upon honour and a bub- 
ble, have hitherto passed without notice : 

Honour is like the glassy bubble, 

Which costs philosophers such trouble : 

Where, one part crack’d, the whole does fl3S 
And wits are crack’d to find out why. 

In these verses/ says Minim, ^ we have two strik- 
ing accommodations of the sound to the sense. It 
is impossible to utter the two lines emphatically with- 
out an act like that which they describe ; kibble and 
trouble causing a momentary inflation of the cheeks 
by the retention of the breath, which is afterward 
forcibly emitted, as in the practice of blomng bubbles. 
But the greatest excellence is in the third line, which 
is crack'd in the middle to express a crack, and then 
shivers into monosyllables.’ Yet hath this diamond 
lain neglected with common stones, and among the 
innumerable admirers of Hudibras the observation of 
this superlative passage has been reserved for the 
sagacity of Minim. 


No 61. SATURDAY, JUNE 16, 1759. 


Mr. Minim had now advanced himself to the zenith 
of critical reputation ; when he was in the pit every 
eye in the boxes was fixed upon him ; when he en- 
tered his coffee-house, he was surrounded by circles 
of candidates, who passed their novitiate of litera- 
ture under his tuition : his opinion was asked by all 
who had no opinion of their own, and yet loved to 
debate and decide ; and no composition was sup- 
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posed to pass in safety to posterity, till it had been 
secured by Minim’s approbation. 

Minim professes great admiration of the wisdom 
and munificence by which the academies of the con- 
tinent were raised ; and often wishes for some stand- 
ard of taste, for some tribunal, to which^ merit may 
appeal frona caprice, prejudice, and malignity. He 
has formed a plan for an academy of criticism, where 
every work of imagination may be read before it is 
printed, and which shall authoritatively direct the 
theatres what pieces to receive or reject, to exclude 
or to revive. 

Such an institution would, in Dick’s opinion, 
spread the fame of English literature over Europe, 
and make London the metropolis of elegance and 
politeness, the place to which the learned and inge- 
nious of all countries would repair for instruction 
and improvement, and where nothing would any 
longer be applauded or endured that was not con- 
formed to the nicest rules, and finished with the 
highest elegance. 

Till some happy conjunction of the planets shall 
dispose our princes or ministers to make themselves 
immortal by such an academy. Minim contents him- 
self to preside four nights in a week in a critical so- 
ciety selected by himself, where he is heard without 
contradiction, and whence his judgment is dissemi- 
nated through the great vulgar and the small. 

When he is placed in the chair of criticism, he de- 
clares Joudly for the noble simplicity of our ances- 
tors, in opposition to the petty refinements, and orna- 
mental luxuriance. Sometimes he is sunk in despair, 
and perceives false delicacy daily gaining ground, 
and sometimes brightens his countenance with a 
gleam of hope, and predicts the revival of the true 
Sublime. He then fulminates his loudest censures 
against the monkish barbarity of rhyme ; wonders 
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how beings that pretend to reason can be pleased 
with one line always ending like another ; tells how 
unjustly and unnaturally sense is sacrificed to sound ; 
how often the best thoughts are mangled by the ne- 
cessity of confining or extending them to the dimen- 
sions of a couplet ; and rejoices that genius has, in 
our days, shaken off the shackles which had encum- 
bered it so long. Yet he allows that rhyme may 
sometimes be borne, if the lines be often broken, and 
the pauses judiciously diversified. 

From blank verse he makes an easy transition to 
Milton, whom he produces as an example of the slow 
advance of lasting reputation. Milton is the only 
writer in whose books Minim can read for ever without 
weariness. What cause it is that exempts this pleasure 
from satiety be has long and diligently inquired, and 
believes it to consist in the perpetual variation of the 
numbers, by which the ear is gratified and the atten- 
tion awakened. The lines that are commonly thought 
rugged and unmusical, he conceives to have been 
written to temper the melodious luxury of the rest, 
or to express things by a proper cadence : for he 
scarcely finds a verse that has not this favourite 
beauty ; he declares that he could shiver in a hot- 
house when he reads that 


the ground 

Burns frore, and cold performs the effect of fire; 
and that, when Milton bewails his blindness, the 
verse, 

So thick a drop serene has quench’d these oibsj, 

has, he knows not how, something that strikes him 
with an obscure sensation like that which he fancies 
would be felt from the sound of darkness. 

Minim is not so confident of his rules of judgment 
as not very eagerly to catch new light from the name 
of the author. He is commonly so prudent as to 
spare those whom he cannot resist, unless, as will 
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sometimes happen, he finds the public combined 
against them. But a fiesh pretender to fame he is 
strongly inclined to censure, till his own honour re- 
quires that he commend him. Till he knows the 
success of a composition, he intrenches himself in 
general terms ; there are some new thoughts and 
beautiful passages, but there is likewise much which 
he would have advised the author to expunge. He 
has several favourite epithets, of which he has never 
settled the meaning, but which are very commodi- 
ously applied to books which he has not read, or 
cannot understand. One is manly^ another is dry, 
another stiffs and Jiimsy : sometimes he dis- 

covers delicacy of style, and sometimes meets with 
strange expressions* 

He is never so great, or so happy, as when a youth 
of promising parts is brought to receive his direc- 
tions for the prosecution of his studies. He then puts 
on a very serious air ; he advises the pupil to read 
none but the best authors, and, when he finds one 
congenial to his own mind, to study his beauties, but 
avoid his faults, and, when he sits down to write, to 
consider how his favourite author would think at the 
present time on the present occasion. He exhorts 
him to catch those moments when he finds his 
thoughts expanded and his genius exalted, but to take 
care lest imagination hurry him beyond the bounds 
of nature. He holds diligence the mother of suc- 
cess; yet enjoins him with great earnestness, not to 
read more than he can digest, and not to confuse his 
mind, by pursuing studies of contrary^ tendencies. 
He tells him, that every man has his genius, and that 
Cicero could never be a poet. The boy retires illu- 
minated, resolves to follow his genius, and to think 
how Milton would have thought : and Minim feasts 
upon his own beneficence till another day brings 
another pupil. 
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N« 62. SATURDAY, JUNE 23, 1759. 


^To THE Idler. 

‘ SIK, 

^ Ak opinion prevails almost universally in the world, 
that he who has money has every thing. This is not 
a modern paradox, or the tenet of a small and ob- 
scure sect, but a persuasion which appears to have 
operated upon most minds in all ages, and which is 
supported by authorities so numerous and so cogent, 
that nothing but long experience could have given 
me confidence to question its truth. 

^ But experience is the test by which all the philo- 
sophers of the present age agree, that speculation 
must be tried ; and I may therefore be allowed to 
doubt the power of money, since I have been a long 
time rich, and I have not yet found tliat nches can 
make me happy, 

^ My father was a farmer neither wealthy nor indi- 
gent, who gave me a better education than was suit- 
able to my birth, because my uncle in the city de- 
signed me for his heir, and desired that I might be 
bred a gentleman. My uncle’s wealth jv^as the per- 
petual subject of conversation in the house ; and when 
any little misfortune befel us, or any mortification 
dejected us, my father always exhorted me to hold 
up my head, for my uncle would never marry. 

‘ My uncle, indeed, kept his promise. Having his 
mind completely busied between his warehouse and 
the change, he felt no tediousness of life, nor any 
want of domestic amusements. When my father 
died, he received me kindly ; but, after a few months, 
finding no great pleasure in the conversation of each 
other, we paitecl; and he remitted me a small an- 
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nuity, on which I lived a quiet and studious life, 
without any wish to grow great by the death of my 
benefactor. 

^ But though I never suffered any malignant impa- 
tience to take hold on my mind, I could not forbear 
sometimes to imagine to myself the pleasure of being 
rich; and, when'l read of diversions and magnifi- 
cence, resolved to try, when time should put the 
trial in my power, what pleasure they could afford. 

^ My uncle, in the latter spring of his life, when his 
ruddy cheek and his firm nerves promised him along 
and healthy age, died of an apoplexy. His death 
gave me neither joy nor sorrow. He did me good, 
and I regarded him with gratitude ; but I could not 
please him, and therefore could not love him. 

’ ^ He had the policy of little minds, who love to 
surprise ; and having always represented his fortune 
as less than it was, had, I suppose, often gratified 
himself with thinking, How I should be delighted to 
find myself twice as rich as I expected. My wealth 
was such as exceeded all the schemes of expense 
which I had foimed; and I soon began to expand my 
thoughts, and look round for some purchase of 
felicity. 

‘ The most striking effect of riches is the splendour 
of dress, which every man has observed to enforce 
respect and facilitate reception ; and my first desire 
was to be fine. I sent for a tailor who was employed 
by the nobility, and ordered such a suit of clothes as 
I had often looked on with involuntary submission, 
and am ashamed to remember with what flutters of 
expectation I waited for the hour when I should 
issue forth in all the splendour of embroidery. The 
clothes were brought, and for three days I observed 
many eyes turned towards me as I passed ; but I 
felt myself obstructed in the common intercourse o - 
civility, by an uneasy consciousness of my new ap 
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pearance; as I thought myself more observed, I 
was more anxious about my mien and behaviour; 
and the mien which is formed by care is commonly 
ridiculous. A short time accustomed me to my- 
self, and my dress was without pain, and without 
pleasure. 

' For a little while I tried to be a rake, but I began 
too late ; and having by nature no turn for a frolic, 
was in great danger of ending in a drunkard. A 
fever, in which not one of my companions paid me a 
visit, gave me time for reflection. I found that there 
was no great pleasure in breaking windows and lying 
in the round-house : and resolved to associate no 
longer with those whom, though I had treated and 
bailed them, I could not make friends. 

I then changed my measures, kept running horses, 
and had the comfort of seeing my name very often 
in the news. I had a chesnut horse, the grandson of 
Childers, who won four plates, and ten by matches ; 
and a bay Ally who carried off the five-years-old 
plate, and was expected to perform much greater 
exploits, when my groom broke her -wind, because I 
happened to catch him selling oats for beer. This 
happiness was soon at an end ; there was no pleasure 
when I lost, and when I won I could not much exalt 
myself by the virtues of my horse. I grew ashamed 
of the company of jockey-lords, and resolved to 
spend no more of my time in the stable. 

^ It was now known that I had money, and would 
spend it, and I passed four months in the company 
of architects, whose whole business was, to persuade 
me to build a house. I told them that I had more 
room than I wanted, but could not get rid of their 
importunities. A new plan was brought me every 
morning ; till at last my constancy was overpowered, 
and I began to build. The happiness of building 
lasted but a little while, for though I love to spend, I 
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IDLER. 


206 


n"63. 


hate to be cheated ; and I soon found, that to build 
is to be robbed. 

‘ How I proceed in the pursuit of happiness, you 
shall hear when I find myself disposed to write. 

I am, Sir, Tim. Ranger." 


N" 63. SATURDAY, JUNE 30, 1759. 


The natural progress of the works of men is from 
rudeness to convenience, from convenience to ele- 
gance, and from elegance to nicety. 

The first labour is enforced by necessity. The sa- 
vage finds himself incommoded by heat and cold, by 
rain and wind ; he shelters himself in the hollow of 
a rock, and learns to dig a cave where there was none 
before. He finds the sun and the wind excluded by 
the thicket, and when the accidents of the chase, or 
the convenience of pasturage, leads him into more 
open places, he forms a thicket for himself, by 
planting stakes at proper distances, and laying 
branches from one to another. 

The next gradation of skill and industry produces 
a house closed with doors, and divided by partitions ; 
and apartments are multiplied and disposed accord- 
ing to the various degrees of power or invention ; 
improvement succeeds improvement, as he that is 
freed from a greater evil grows impatient of a less, 
till ease in time is advanced to pleasure. 

The mind, set free from the itnportunities of natu- 
ral want, gains leisure to go in search of superfluous 
gratifications, and adds to the uses of habitation the 
delights of prospect. Then begins the reign of sym- 
metry ; orders of architecture are invented, and one 
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part of the edifice is conformed to another, with- 
out any other reason than that the eye may not be 
ofFcnded. 

The passage is very short from elegance to luxu- 
ry. Ionic and Corinthian columns are soon suc- 
ceeded by gilt cornices, inlaid floors, and petty orna- 
ments, which show rather the wealth than the taste 
of the possessor. 

Language proceeds, like every thing else, through 
improvement to degeneracy. The rovers who first 
take possession of a country, having not many ideas, 
and those not nicely modified or discriminated, were 
contented, if by general terms and abrupt sentences 
they could make their thoughts known to one an- 
other ; as life begins to be more regulated, and pro- 
perty to become limited, disputes must be decided, 
and claims adjusted; the dififerences of things are 
noted, and distinctness and propriety of expression 
become necessary. In time, happiness and plenty 
give rise to curiosity, and the sciences are cultivated 
for ease and pleasure ; to the arts, which are now to 
be taught, emulation soon adds the art of teaching ; 
and the studious and ambitious contend not only 
who shall think best, but who shall tell their thoughts 
in the most pleasing manner. 

Then begin the arts of rhetoric and poetry, the 
regulation of figures, the selection of words, the mo- 
dulation of periods, the graces-of transition, the com- 
plication of clauses, and all the delicacies of style 
and subtilties of composition, useful while ,they ad- 
vance perspicuity, and laudable while they increase 
pleasure, but easy to be refined by needless scrupu- 
losity till they shall more embarrass the writer than 
assist the reader or delight him. 

The first state is commonly antecedent to the 
practice of writing; the ignorant essays of imper- 
fect diction pass away with the savage generation 
T 2 
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that uttered them. No nation can trace their lan- 
guage beyond the second period, and even of that 
it does not often happen that many monuments 
remain. 

The fate of the English tongue is like that of 
others. We know nothing of the scanty jargon of 
our barbarous ancestors ; but we have specimens of 
our language when it began to be adapted to civil 
and religious purposes, and find it such as might 
naturally be expected, artless and simple, uncon- 
nected and concise. The writers seem to have de- 
sired little more than to be understood, and perhaps 
seldom aspired to the praise of pleasing. Their verses 
were considered chiefly as memorial, and therefore 
did not differ from prose but by the measure or the 
rhyme. 

In this state, varied a little according to the differ- 
ent purposes or abilities of writers, our language may 
be said to have continued to the time of Gower, 
whom Chaucer calls bis master, and who, however 
obscured by his scholar’s popularity, seems justljr to 
claim the honour which has been hitherto denied 
him of shewing his countrymen that something inoic 
was to be desired, and that English verse might be 
exalted into poetry. 

From the time of Gower and Chaucer, the Eng- 
lish writers have studied elegance, and advanced 
their language, by successive improvements, to as 
much hmmoiiy as it can easily receive, and as much 
copiousness as human knowledge has hitherto re- 
quired. These advances have not been made at ail 
times with the same diligence or the same success. 
Negligence has suspended the course of improve- 
ment, or affectation turned it aside ; time has elapsed 
with little change, or change has been made without 
amendment. But elegance has been long kept in 
view with attention as near to constancy as life per- 
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mits, till every man now endeavours to excel others 
in accuracy, or outshine them in splendour of style, 
and the danger is, lest care should too soon pass to 
affectation. 


N"64. SATURDAY, JULY 7, 1759. 


‘ To THE Idler. 

'SIR, 

' As nature has made every man desirous of happi- 
ness, I flatter myself, that you and your readers can- 
not but feel some curiosity to know the sequel of my 
story; for though, by trying the different schemes of 
pleasure, I have yet found nothing in which I could 
finally acquiesce ; yet the narrative of my attempts 
will not be wholly without use, since we always ap- 
proach nearer to truth as we detect more and more 
varieties of error. 

^ When I had sold my racers, and put the orders 
of architecture out of my head, my next resolution 
was to be ^jine gentleman. I frequented the polite 
coffee-houses, grew acquainted with all the men of 
humour, and gained the right of bowing familiarly 
to half the nobility. In this new scene of life my 
great labour was, to learn to laugh. I had been 
used to considei laughter as the effect of merriment; 
hut I soon learned that it is one of the arts of adu- 
lation, and, from laughing only to shew that I was 
pleased, I now began to laugh when I wished to 
please. This was at first very difficult. I some- 
times heard the story with dull indifference ; and, 
not exalting myself to meniment by due gradations, 
burst out suddenly into an awkward noise, which was 
not always favourably interpreted. Sometimes I 
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was behind the rest of the com}3any, and lost the 
grace of laughing by delay, and sometimes when I 
began at the right time was deficient m loudness or 
in length. But, by diligent imitation of the best 
models, I attained at last such flexibility of muscles, 
that I was always the welcome auditor of a story, 
and got the reputation of a good-natured fellow. 

‘ This was something ; but much more was to be 
done, that I might be universally allowed to be a fine 
gentleman. I appeared at court on all public days ; 
betted at gaming-tables, and played at all the routs 
of eminence. I went every night to the opera, took 
a fiddler of disputed merit under my protection, be- 
came the head of a musical faction, and had some- 
times concerts at my own house. I once thought to 
have attained the highest rank of elegance, by tak- 
ing a foreign singer into keeping. But my favourite 
fiddlei contrived to be arrested on the night of a con- 
cert, for a finer suit of clothes than I had ever pre- 
sumed to wear, and I lost all the fame of patronage 
by refusing to bail him. 

^ My next ambition was, to sit for my picture. • I 
spent a whole winter in going from painter to painter, 
to bespeak a whole length of one, and a half length 
of another : I talked of nothing but attitudes, dra- 
peries, and proper lights ; took my friends to see the 
pictures after every sitting ; heard every day of a 
wonderful performer in crayons and miniature, and 
sent my pictures to be copied ; was told by the 
judges that they were not like, and was recom- 
mended to other artists. At length, being not able 
to please my friends, I grew less pleased myself, 
and at last resolved to think no more about it. 

‘ It was impossible to live in total idleness ; and 
wandering about in search of something to do, I 
was invited to a weekly meeting of virtuosos, and 
felt myself instantaneously seized with an unex- 
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tinguishable ardour for all natural curiosities. I 
ran from auction to auction, became a critic in 
shells and fossils, bought a Hortus siccus of ines- 
timable value, and purchased a secret art of pre- 
serving insects, which made my collection the envy 
of the other philosophers. I found this pleasure 
mingled with much vexation. All the faults of 
my life were for nine months circulated through the 
town with the most active malignity, because I 
happened to catch a moth of peculiar variegation ; 
and because I once outbid all the lovers of shells, 
and carried off a nautilus, it was hinted that the 
validity of my uncle's will ought to be disputed. I 
will not deny that I was very proud both of the moth 
and of the shell, and gratified myself with the envy 
of my companions, perhaps more than became a 
benevolent being. But in time I grew* weary of 
being hated for that which produced no advantage,' 
gave my shells to children that wanted playthings, 
and suppressed the art of drying butterflies, because 
I would not tempt idleness and cruelty to kill them. 

^ I now began to feel life tedious, and wished to 
store myself with friends, with whom I might grow 
old m the interchange of benevolence. I had ob- 
served that popularity was most easily gained by an 
Qpen table, and therefore hired a French cook, fur- 
nished my sideboard with great magnificence, filled 
my cellar with wines of pompous appellations, bought 
every thing that was dear before it was good, and 
invited all those who were most famous for judging 
of a dinner. In three weeks my cook gave me warn- 
ing, and, upon inquiry, told me that Lord Quea.sy, 
who dined with me the day before, had sent him an 
offer of double wages. My pride prevailed : I raised 
his wages, and invited his lordship to another feast. 
I love plain meat, and was therefore soon weary of 
spreading a table of which I could not partake. I 
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found that my guests when they wentaway criticised 
their entertainment, and censured my profusion ; my 
cook thought himself necessary, and took upon him 
the direction of the house ; and I could not rid my- 
self of flatterers, or break from slavery, but by shut- 
ting up my house, and declaring my resolution to 
live in lodgings. 

' After all this, tell me, dear Idler, what I must do 
next; I have health, I have money, and I hope that 
I have understanding; yet, with all these, I have never 
been able to pass a single day which I did not wish 
at an end before sunset. Tell me, dear Idler, what 
I shall do. 1 am, your humble servant, 

Tim. Ranger.’' 


65. SATURDAY, JULY 14, 1759. 


The sequel of Clarendon’s history, at last happily 
published, is an accession to English literature equal- 
ly agreeable to the admirers of elegance and the 
lovers of truth ; many doubtful facts may now be as- 
certained, and many questions, after long debate, may 
be determined by decisive authority. He that records 
transactions in which himself was engaged, has not 
only an opportunity of knowing innumerable parti- 
culars which escape spectators, but has his natural 
powers exalted by that ardour which always rises at 
the remembrance of our own importance, and^ by 
which every man is enabled to relate his own actions 
better than another’s. 

The difficulties through which this work has strug- 
gled into light, and the delays with which our hopes 
have been long mocked, naturally lead the mind to 



N® 65. IDLER. 213 

the consideration of the common fate of posthumous 
compositions. 

He who sees himself surrounded by admirers, and 
whose vanity is hourly feasted with all the luxuries of 
studied praise, is easily persuaded that his induence 
will be extended beyond his life ; that they who cringe 
in his presence will reverence his memory, and that 
those who are proud to be numbered among his 
friends, will endeavour to vindicate his choice by zeal 
for his reputation. 

With hopes like these, to the executors of Swift 
was committed the history of the last years of Queen 
Anne, and to those of Pope, the works which remain- 
ed unprinted in his closet. The performances of Pope 
were burnt by those whom he had perhaps selected 
from all mankind as most likely to publish them ; and 
the history had likewise perished, had not a strag- 
gling transcript fallen into busy hands. 

The papers left in the closet of Pieresc supplied 
his heirs with a whole winter’s fuel ; and many of the 
labours of the learned Bishop Lloyd were consumed 
in the kitchen of his descendants. 

Some works, indeed, have escaped total destruc- 
tion, but yet have had reason to lament the fate of 
orphans exposed to the frauds of unfaithful guardians. 
How Hale would have borne the mutilaiions which 
his Pleas of the Crown have suffered from the editor, 
they who know his character will easily conceive. 

The original copy of Burnet’s history, though pro- 
mised to some public‘s library, has been never given ; 
and who then can prove the fidelity of the publica- 
tion, when tbe authenticity of Clarendon s history, 
though printed with the sanction of one of the first 
universities of the world, had not an unexpected ma- 

* It would be proper to reposite, in some public place the 
fuanuscript of Clarendon, which h^s not escaped all suspicion of 
unfaithful publication. 
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Buscript been happily discovered, v/oiild, with tliehelp^ 
of factious credulity, have been brought into ques- 
tion by the two lowest of all human beings, a scrib- 
bler for a party, and a commissioner of excise. 

Variety is often no less mischievous than negli- 
gence or dishonesty. He that possesses a valuable 
manuscript, hopes to raise its esteem by concealment, 
and delights in the distinction which he imagines him- 
self to obtain by keeping the key of a treasure which 
he neither uses nor imparts. From him it falls to some 
other owner, less vain but more negligent, who con- 
siders it as useless lumber, and rids himself of the 
encumbrance. 

Yet there are some works which the authors must 
consign unpublished to posterity, however uncertain 
be the event, however hopeless be the trust. He that 
writes the history of his own times, if he adheres 
steadily to truth, will write that which his own times 
will not easily endure. He must be content to re- 
posite his book till all private passions shall cease, 
and love and hatred give way to curiosity. 

But many leave the labours of half their life to 
their executors and to chance, because they will not 
send them abroad unfinished, and are unable to finish 
them, having prescribed to themselves such a degree 
of exactness as human diligence can scarcely attain. 
‘ Lloyd (says Burnet) did not lay out his learning 
with the same diligence as he laid it znJ He was always 
hesitating and inquiring, raising objections and re- 
moving them, and waiting for clearer light and 
fuller discovery. Baker, after many years passed in 
biography, left his manuscripts to be buried in a li- 
brary, because that was imperfect which could never 
be perfected. 

Of these learned men, let those who aspire to the 
same praise imitate the diligence, and avoid the 
scrupulosity. Let it be always remembered that life 
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is short, that knowledge is endless, and that many 
doubts deserve not to be cleared. Let those whom 
nature and study have qualified to teach mankind, 
tell us what they have learned while they are yet 
able to tell it, and trust their reputation only to them- 
selves. 


N" 66. SATURDAY, JULY 21, 1759- 


No complaint is more frequently repeated among the 
learned, than that of the waste made by time among 
the labours of antiquity. Of those who once filled 
the civilized world with their renown, nothing is now 
left but their names, which are left only to raise de- 
sires that never can be satisfied, and sorrow which 
never can be comforted. 

Had all the writings of the ancients been faithfully 
delivered down from age to age, had the Alexandrian 
library been spared, and the Palatine repositories re- 
mained unimpaired, how much might we have known 
of which we are now doomed to be ignorant 1 how 
many laborious inquiries, and dark conjectures ; how 
many collations of broken hints and mutilated pas- 
sages might have been spared ! We should have 
known the successions of princes, the revolutions of 
empire, the actions of the great, and opinions of the 
wise, the laws and constitutions of every state, and 
the arts by which public grandeur and happiness are 
acquired and preserved ; we should have traced the 
progress of life, seen colonies from distant regions 
take possession of European deserts, and troops of 
savages settled into communities by the desire of 
keeping what they had acquired ; we should have 
traced the gradations of civility, and travelled up- 
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ward to the original of things by the light of history, 
till in remoter times it had glimmered m fable, and 
at last sunk into darkness. 

If the works of imagination had been less dimi- 
nished, It is likely that all future times might have 
been supplied with inexhaustible amusement by the 
fictions of antiquity. The tragedies of Sophocles and 
Euripides would have shewn ail the stronger passions 
in all their diversities ; and the comedies of Menan- 
der would have furnished all the maxims of domestic 
life. Nothing would have been necessary to moral 
wisdom but to have studied these great masters, 
whose knowledge would have guided doubt, and 
whose authority would have silenced cavils. 

Such are the thoughts that rise in every student, 
when his curiosity is eluded, and his searches are 
frustrated; yet it may perhaps be doubted, v/hether 
Our complaints are not sometimes inconsiderate, and 
whether we do not imagine more evil than we feci. 
Of the ancients, enough remains to excite our emu- 
lation and direct our endeavours. INIany of the 
works which time has left us, we know to have been 
those that were most esteemed, and which antiquity 
itself considered as models; so that, having the pri- 
ginals, we may without much regret lose the imita- 
tions. The obscurity which the want of contem- 
porary writers often produces, only darkens single 
passages, and those commonly of slight importance. 
The general tendency of every piece may he known ; 
and though that diligence deserves praise which 
leaves nothing unexamined, yet its miscarriages are 
not much to be lamented ; for the most useful truths 
are glways universal, and unconnected with acci- 
dents %nd customs. 

Such is the general conspiracy of human nature 
against contemporary merit, that, if we had inherited 
from antiquity enough to afford employment for the 
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laborious, and amusement for the idle, I know not 
what room would have been left for modern genius 
or modern industry; almost every subject would 
have been pre-occupied, and every style would have 
been fixed by a precedent from which few would 
have ventured to depart. Every writer would have 
had a rival, whose superiority was already Acknow- 
ledged, and to whose fame his work would, even be- 
fore it was seen, be marked out for a sacrifice. 

We see how little the united experience of man- 
kind hath been able to add to the heroic characters 
displayed by Homer, and how few incidents the fer- 
tile imagination of modern Italy has yet produced, 
which may not be found in the Iliad and Odyssey. 
It is likely, that if all the works of the Athenian phi- 
losophers had been extant, Malbranche and Locke 
would have been condemned to be silent readers of 
the ancient metaphysicians ; and it is apparent, that, 
if the old writers had all remained, the Idler could 
not have written a disquisition on the loss. 


N® 67. SATURDAY, JULY 28, 1759. 


^ To THE Idler. 

‘SIR, 

^ Iisr the observations which you have made on the 
various opinions and pursuits of mankind, you must 
often, in literary conversations, have met with men 
who consider dissipation as the great enemy of the 
intellect; and maintain, that, in proportion as the 
student keeps himself within the bounds of a settled 
plan, he will more certainly advance in science. 

‘ This opinion is, perhaps, generally true; yet 

XXXIII. u 
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when we contemplate the inquisitive nature of the 
human mind, and its perpetual impatience of all re- 
straint, it may be doubted whether the faculties may 
not be contracted by confining- the attention ; and 
whether it may not sometimes be proper to risk the 
certainty of little for the chance of much. Acquisi- 
tions of knowledge, like blazes of genius, are often 
fortuitous. Those who had proposed to themselves 
a methodical course of reading, light by accident on 
a new book, which seizes their thoughts and kindles 
their curiosity, and opens an unexpected prospect, 
to which the way which they had prescribed to them- 
selves would never have conducted them. 

‘To enforce and illustrate my meaning, I have 
sent you a journal of three days’ employment, found 
'among the papers of a late intimate acquaintance ; 
who, as will plainly appear, was a man of wast de- 
signs, and of vast performances, though he some- 
times designed ‘one thing, and performed another. 
I aliow that the Spectator’s inimitable productions 
of this kind may well discourage all subsequent jour- 
nalists ; but as the subject of this is different from 
that of any which the Spectator has given us, I leave 
it to you to publish or suppress it. 

‘‘ Mem. The following three days I propose to give 
up to reading ; and intend, after all the delays which 
have obtruded themselves upon me, to finish my 
Essay on the Extent of the Mental Powers ; to re- 
vise my Treatise on Logic ; to begin the Epic which 
I have long projected; to proceed in my perusal of 
the Scriptures with Grotius’s Comment; and at my 
leisure to regale myself with the works of classics, 
ancient and modern, and to finish my Ode to Astro- 
nomy, 

‘‘ Moiida^.l Designed to rise at six, but, by my ser- 
vant’s laziness, my fire was not lighted before eight, 
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when I dropped into a slumber that lasted till nine, 
at which time I arose, and after breakfast at ten sat 
down to study, proposing to begin upon my Essay : 
but, finding occasion to consult a passage in Plato, 
was absorbed in the perusal of the Republic till 
twelve. I had neglected to forbid company, and 
now enters Tom Careless, who after half an hour’s 
chat, insisted upon my going with him to enjoy an 
absurd character, that he had appointed, by an ad- 
vertisement, to meet him at a particular coffee- 
house. After we had for some time entertained 
ourselves with him, we sallied out, designing each 
to repair to his home ; but, as it fell out, coming up 
in the street to a man whose steel by his side de- 
clared him a butcher, we overheard him opening an 
address to a genteelish sort of young lady, whom he 
walked with ; ‘ Miss, though your father is master 
of a coal-lighter, and you will be a great fortune, 
’tis true ; yet I wish I may be cut into quarters, if it 
is . not only love, and not lucre of gain, that is my 
motiye for offering terms of marriage.” As this lover 
proceeded in his speech, he misled us the length of 
three streets, in admiration at the unlimited power 
of the tender passion, that could soften even the 
heart of a butcher. We then adjourned to a tavern, 
and from thence to one of the public gardens, where 
I was regaled with a most amusing variety of men 
possessing great talents, so discoloured by affecta- 
tion, that they only made them eminently ridiculous ; 
shallow things, who, by continual dissipation, had 
annihilated the few ideas nature had given them, 
and yet were celebrated for wonderful pretty gentle- 
men; young ladies extolled for their wit, because 
they were handsome; illiterate empty women, as 
well as men, in high life, admired for their know- 
ledge, from their being resolutely positive ; and wo- 
men of real understanding so far from pleasing the 
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polite million, that they frightened them away, and 
were left solitary. When we quitted this entertaining 
scene, Tom pressed me irresistibly to sup with him, 
I reached home at twelve, and then reflected, that 
though indeed I had, by remarking various cha- 
racters, improved my insight into human nature, yet 
still I neglected the studies proposed, and accord- 
ingly took up my Treatise on Logic, to give it the 
intended revisal, but found my spirits too much agi- 
tated, and could not forbear a few satirical lines, 
under the title of The Evening’s Walk. 

‘‘ Tuesday/,] At breakfast, seeing my Ode to Astro- 
nomy lying on my desk, I was struck with a train 
of ideas, that I thought might contribute to its im- 
provement. I immediately rang my bell to forbid 
all visitants, when ray servant opened the door, 
with, ^ Sir, Mr. Jeffery Gape.’ My cup dropped 
out of one hand, and my poem out of the other. I 
could scarcely ask him to sit; he told me he was 
going to walk, but, as there was a likelihood of rain, 
lie would sit with me; he said, he intended at first 
16 have called at Mr. Vacant’s, but as he had not 
seen me a great while, he did not mind coming out 
of his way to wait on me ; I made him a bow, but 
thanks for the favour stuck in my throat. I asked 
him if he had been to the coffee-house ; he replied, 
two hours. 

Under the oppression of this dull interruption, I 
sat looking wishfully at the clock; for which, to in- 
crease my satisfaction, I had chosen the inscription, 
‘ Artis long, and life is short;’ exchanging questions 
and 'answers at long intervals, and not without some 
hints that the weather-glass promised fair weather. 
At half an hour after three he told me he would 
trespass on me for a dinner, and desired me to send 
to his house for a bundle of papers, about enclosing 
a common upon his estate, which he would read to 
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Mr. Gape went away. , . t i 

“ Having dined, to compose my chagrin, I took my 
Viro-il, and several other classics, but could not calm 
my “mind, or proceed in my scheme. At about 
five I laid my iand on a Bible that lay on my table, 
at first with coldness and insensibility; but was 
imperceptibly engaged in a close attention to its 
sublime morality, and felt my heart expanded by 
warm philanthropy, and exalted to dignity of senti- 
ment. I then censured my too great solicitude, and 
my disgust conceived at my acquaintance, who had 
been so far from designing to offend, that he only 
meant to shew kindness and respect. In this strain 
of mind I wrote ‘ An Essay on Benevolence, and 
‘ An Elegy on Sublunary Disappointments.’ MHien 
I had finished these at eleven, I supped, and re- 
collected how little I had adhered to my plan, and 
almost questioned the possibility of pursuing any 
settled and uniform design; however I was not so 
far persuaded of the truth of these suggestions, but 
that I resolved to try once more at my scheine. As 
I observed the moon shining through my window, 
from a calm and bright sky, spangled with innumer- 
able stars, I indulged a pleasing meditation on the 
splendid scene, and finished my Ode to Astronomy. 

“ Wednesday. 1 Rose at seven, and employed three 
hours in perusal of the Scriptures with Grotius s 
Comment; and after breakfast fell into meditation 
concerning my projected Epic; and being in some 
doubt as to the particular lives of some heroes, whom 
I proposed to celebrate, I consulted Bayle^ and 
Moreri, and was engaged two hours in examining 
various lives and characters, but then resolved to go 
to my employment. When I was seated at my 
desk, and began to feel the glowing succession of 
poetical ideas, my servant brought me a letter irom 
u 3 
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a lawyer requiring my instant attendance at Gray’s- 
inn for half an hour. I went full of vexation, and 
was involved in business till eight at night ; and 
then, being too much fatigued to study, supped, and 
went to bed.” 


* Here my friend's journal concludes, which per- 
haps is pretty much a picture of the manner in which 
many prosecute their studies. I therefore resolved 
to send it you, imagining, that, if you think it wor- 
thy of appearing in your paper, some of your readers 
may receive entertainment by recognizing a re- 
semblance between my friend’s conduct and their 
own. It must be left to the Idler accurately to as- 
certain the proper methods of advancing in litera- 
ture ; but this one position, deducible from what has 
been said above, may, I think, be reasonably as- 
serted, that he who finds himself strongly attracted 
to any particular study, though it may happen to be 
out of his proposed scheme, if it is not trifling or 
vicious, had better continue his application to it, 
since it is likely that he will with much more ease 
and expedition, attain that which a warm inclination 
stimulates him to pursue, than that at which a pre- 
scribed law compels him to toil. 

I am, Sir, &c.' 


68. SATURDAY, AUGUST 4, 1759. 


Amokg the studies which have exercised the inge- 
nious and the learned for more than three centuries, 
none has been more diligently or more successfully 
cultivated than the art of translation ; by which the 
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impediments which bar the way to science are, in 
some measure, removed, and the multiplicity of lan- 
guages becomes less incommodious. 

Of every other kind of writing the ancients have 
left us models which all succeeding ages have la- 
boured to imitate; but translation may justly be 
claimed by the moderns as their own. In the first 
ages of the world instruction was commonly oral, 
and learning traditional, and what was not written 
could not be translated. When alphabetical writing 
made the conveyance of opinions and the transmis- 
sion of events more easy and certain, literature did 
not flourish in more than one country at once, or 
distant nations had little commerce with each other ; 
and those few whom curiosity sent abroad in quest 
of improvement, delivered their acquisitions in their 
own manner, desirous perhaps to be considered as 
the inventors of that which they had learned from 
others. 

The Greeks for a time travelled into Egypt, but 
they translated no books from the Egyptian lan- 
guage ; and when the Macedonians had overthrown 
the empire of Persia, the countries that became 
subject to Grecian dominion studied only the 
Grecian literature. The books of the conquered 
nations, if they had any among them, sunk into obli- 
vion ; Greece considered herself as the mistress, if 
not as the parent of arts : her language contained all 
that was supposed to be known, and, except the sa- 
cred writings of the Old Testament, I know not that 
the library of Alexandria adopted any thing from a 
foreign tongue. 

The Romans confessed themselves the scliolars of 
the Greeks, and do not appear to have expected, 
what has since happened, that the ignorance of suc- 
ceeding ages would prefer them to their teachers. 
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Every mana wbo in Rome aspired to the praise of li- 
terature, thought it necessary to learn Greek, and 
had no need of versions when they could study the 
originals. Translation, however, was not wholly 
neglected. Dramatic poems could be understood 
by the people in no language but their own, and 
the Romans were sometimes entertained with the tra- 
gedies of Euripides and the comedies of Menander. 
Other works were sometimes attempted; in an old 
scholiast there is mention of a Latin Iliad ; and we 
have not wholly lost Tally’s version of the poem 
of Aratus; but it does not appear that any man 
grew eminent by interpreting another, and perhaps 
it was more frequent to translate for exercise or 
amusement, than for fame. 

The Arabs were the first nation who felt the 
ardour of translation : when they had subdued the 
eastern provinces of the Greek empire, they found 
their captives wiser than themselves, and made haste 
to relieve their wants by imparted knowledge. They 
discovered that many might grow wise by the labour 
of a few, and that improvements might be made with 
speed, when they bad the knowledge of former ages 
in their own language. They therefore made haste 
to lay hold on medicine and philosophy, and turned 
their chief authors into Arabic. Whether they at- 
tempted the poets is not known ; their literary zeal 
was vehement, but it was short, and probably ex- 
pired before they had time to add the arts of ele- 
gance to those of necessity. 

The study of ancient literature was interrupted in 
Europe by the eruption of the northern nations, who 
subverted the Roman empire, and erected new king- 
doms with new languages. It is not strange, that 
such confusion should suspend literary attention ; 
those who lost, and those who gained, dominion, had 
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immediate difficulties to encounter, and immediate 
miseries to redress, and had little leisure, amidst the 
•violence of war, the trepidation of flight, the dis- 
tresses of forced migration, or the tumults of unset- 
tled conquest, to inquire after speculative truth, to 
enjoy the amusement of imaginary adventures, to 
know the history of former ages, or study the events 
of any other lives. But no sooner had this chaos of 
dominion sunk into order, than learning began again 
to flourish in the calm of peace. When life and 
possessions were secure, convenience and enjoyment 
were soon sought, learning was found the highest 
gratification of the mind, and translation became 
one of the means by which it was imparted. 

At last, by a concurrence of many causes, the 
European world was roused from its lethargy ; those 
arts which had been long obscurely studied in the 
gloom of monasteries became the general favourites 
of mankind ; every nation vied with its neighbour 
for the prize of learning ; the epidemical emulation 
spread from south to north, and curiosity and trans- 
lation found their way to Britain. 


^<> 69 . SATURDAY, AUGUST 11, 1759. 


He that reviews the progress of English literature, 
will find that translation was very early cultivated 
among us, but that some principles either wholly 
erroneous or too far extended, hindered our success 
from being always equal to our diligence. 

Chaucer, who is generally considered as the father 
of our poetry, has left a version of ‘ Boetius on the 
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Comforts of Philosopliy/ the book which seems to 
have been the favourite of the middle ages, which 
had been translated into Saxon by King Alfred, and 
illustrated with a copious ‘ comment' ascribed to 
Aquinas. It may be supposed that Chaucer would 
apply more thair common attention to an author of 
so much celebrity, yet he has attempted nothing 
higher than a version strictly literal, and has de- 
graded the poetical parts to prose, that the con- 
straint of versification might not obstruct his zeal 
for fidelity. 

Caxton taught us typography about the year 1474, 
The first book printed in English was a translation. 
Caxton was both the translator and printer of the 
‘ Destruction of Troye/ a book which, in that in- 
fancy of learning, was considered as the best ac- 
count of the fabulous ages, and which, though now 
driven out of notice by authors of no greater use or 
value, still continued to be read in Caxton’s English 
to the beginning of the present century. 

Caxton proceeded as he began, and, except the 
poems of Gower and Chaucer, printed nothing but 
translations from the French, in which the original 
is so scrupulously followed, that they afford us little 
knowledge of our own language; though the words 
are English, the phrase is foreign. 

As learning advanced, new works were adopted 
into our language, but I think with little improve- 
ment of the art of ^translation, though foreign na- 
tions and other languages offered us models of a 
better method ; till in the age of Elizabeth we began 
to find that greater liberty was necessary to elegance, 
and that elegance was necessary to general recep- 
tion ; some essays were then made upon the Italian 
poets, which deserve the praise and gratitude of 
posterity. 
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But tlie old practice was not suddenly forsaken ; 
Holland filled the nation with literal translation ; and 
what IS yet more strange, the same exactness was 
obstinately practised in the versions of the poets. 
This absurd labour of construing into rhyme was 
countenanced by Jonson in his version of Horace ; 
and whether it be that more men have learning than 
genius, or that the endeavours of that time were 
more directed towards knowledge than delight, the 
accuracy of Jonson found more imitators than the 
elegance of Fairfax; and May, Sandys, and« Holi- 
day, confined themselves to the toil of rendering line 
for line, not indeed with equal felicity, for May and 
Sandys were poets, and Holiday only a scholar and 
a critic. 

Feltham appears to consider it as the established 
law of poetical translation, that the lines should be 
neither more nor fewer than those of the original ; 
and so long had this prejudice prevailed, that Den- 
ham praises Fanshaw’s version of Guarini as the 
example of a 7iew and noble way^ as the first attempt 
to break the boundaries of custom, and assert the 
natural freedom of the Muse. 

In the general emulation of wit and genius which 
the festivity of the Restoration produced, the poets 
shook off their constraint, and considered translation 
as no longer confined to servile closeness. But re- 
formation is seldom the work of pure virtue, or un- 
assisted reason. Translation was improved more by 
accident than conviction. The writers of the fore- 
going age had at least learning equal to their genius ; 
and being often more able to explain the sentiments 
or illustrate the allusions of the ancients, than to 
exhibit their graces and transfuse their spirit, were 
perhaps willing sometimes to conceal their want of 
poetry by profusion of literature, and therefore trans- 
lated literally, that their fidelity might shelter their 
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insipidity or harshness, The wits of Charles’s time 
had seldom more than slight and superficial views ; 
and their care was, to hide their want of learning be- 
hind the colours of a gay imagination ; they there- 
fore translated always with freedom, sometimes with 
licentiousness, and perhaps expected that their 
readers should accept sprightliness for knowledge, 
and consider ignorance and mistake as the impa- 
tience and negligence of a mind too rapid to stop 
at difficulties, and too elevated to descend to mi- 
nuteness. 

Thus was translation made more easy to the 
writer, and more delightful to the reader ; and there 
is no wonder if ease and pleasure have found their 
advocates. The paraphrastic liberties have been 
almost universally admitted ; and Sherbourn, whose 
learning was eminent, and who had no need of any 
excuse to pass slightly over obscurities, is the only 
writer who in later times has attempted to justify or 
revive the ancient severity. 

There is undoubtedly a mean to be observed. 
Dryden saw very early that closeness best preserved 
an author’s sense, and that freedom best exhibited 
his spirit; he therefore will deserve the highest 
praise, who can give a representation at once faith- 
ful and pleasing, who can convey the same thoughts 
with the same graces, and who, when he translates, 
changes nothing but the language. 


70. SATURDAY, AUGUST 18, 1759. 


Few faults of style, whether real or imaginary, ex- 
cite the malignity of a more numerous class of 
readers than the use of hard words. 
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If an author be supposed to involve his thoughts 
in voluntary obscurity, and to obstruct by unneces- 
sary difficulties, a mind eager in pursuit of truth; if 
he writes not to make others learned, but to boast 
the learning which he possesses himself, and wishes 
to be admired rather than understood, he counter- 
acts the first end of writing, and justly suffers the 
utmost severity of censure, or the more afflictive se- 
verity of neglect. 

But words are only hard to those who do not un- 
derstand them ; and the critic ought always to in- 
quire whether he is incommoded by the fault of the 
writer, or by his own. 

Every author does not write for every reader; 
many questions are such as the illiterate part of 
mankind can have neither interest nor pleasure in 
discussing, and which therefore it would be a use- 
less endeavour to level with common minds, by 
tiresome circumlocutions or laborious explanations ; 
and many subjects of general use may be treated in 
a different manner, as the book is intended for the 
learned or the ignorant. Diffusion and explication 
are necessary to the instruction of those who, being 
neither able nor accustomed to think for themselves, 
can learn only what is expressly taught ; but they 
who can form parallels, discover consequences, and 
multiply conclusions, are best pleased with involu- 
tion of argument and compression of thought; they 
desire only to receive the seeds of knowledge which 
they may branch out by their own power, to have 
the way to truth pointed out which they can then 
follow without a guide. 

The Guardian directs one of his pupils ‘ to think 
with the wise, but speak with the vulgar.' This is a 
precept specious enough, but not always practicable. 
Difference of thought will produce difference of 
language. He that thinks with more extent than 

XXXXII, X 



230 IDLER. 70 > 

another will want words of a larger meaning ; he that 
thinks with more subtilty will seek for terms of more 
nice discrimination ; and where is the wonder, since 
words are but the images of things, that he who never 
knew the original should not know the copies? 

Yet vanity inclines us to find faults any where 
rather than in ourselves. He that reads and grows no 
wiser, seldom suspects his own deficiency ; but com- 
plains of hard words and obscure sentences, and asks 
why books are written which cannot be understood ? 

Among the hard words which are no longer to be 
used, it has been long the custom to number terms 
of art. ‘ Every man,’ says Swift, ‘ is more able to 
explain the subject of an art than its professors ; a 
farmer will tell you, in two words, that he has broken 
his leg; but a surgeon, after a long discourse, shall 
leave you as ignorant as you were before.’ This 
could only have been said by such an exact observer 
of life, in gratification of malignity, or in ostentation 
of acuteness. Every hour produces instances of the 
necessity of terms of art. Mankind could never 
conspire in uniform affectation ; it is not but by ne- 
cessity that every science and every trade has its 
peculiar language. They that content themselves 
with general ideas may rest in general terms ; but 
those, whose studies or employments force them upon 
closer inspection, must have names for particular 
parts, and words by which they may express various 
modes of combination, such as none but themselves 
have occasion to consider. 

Artists are indeed sometimes ready to suppose that 
none can be strangers to words to which themselves 
are familiar, talk to 'an incidental inquirer as they 
talk to one another, and make their knowledge ridi- 
culous by injudicious obtrusion. An art cannot be 
taught but by its proper terms, but it is not always 
necessary to teach the art. 
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That the vulgar express their thoughts clearly is 
far from true ; and what perspicuity can be found 
among them proceeds not from the easiness of their 
language, but the shallowness of their thoughts. He 
that sees a building as a common spectator, contents 
himself with relating that it is great or little, mean 
or splendid, lofty or low; all these words are intel- 
ligible and common, but they convey no distinct or 
limited ideas if he attempts, without the terms of 
architecture, to delineate the- parts, or enumerate 
the ornaments, his narration at once becomes unin- 
telligible. The terms, indeed, generally displease, 
because they are understood by few ; but they are 
little understood only because few that look upon an 
edifice, examine its parts, or analyze its columns into 
their members. 

The state of every other art is the same ; as it is 
cursorily surveyed or accurately examined, different 
forms of expression become proper. In morality it 
is one thing to discuss the niceties of the casuist, and 
another to direct the practice of common life. In 
agriculture, he that instructs the farmer to plough 
and sow, may convey his notions without the words 
which he would find necessary in explaining to phi- 
losophers the process of vegetation ; and if he, who 
has nothing to do but to be honest by the shortest 
way, will perplex his mind with subtile speculations; 
or if he, whose task is to reap and thresh, will not be 
contented without examining the evolution of the 
seed, and circulation of the sap, the writers whom 
either shall consult are very little to be blamed, 
though it should sometimes happen that they are 
read in vain. 
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71. SATURDAY, AUGUST 25, 1759. 


Dick Shifter was born in Cheapside, and having 
passed reputably through all the classes of St. Paul’s 
school, has been for some years a student in the 
Temple. He is of opinion, that intense application 
dulls the faculties, and thinks it necessary to temper 
the severity of the law by books that engage the 
mind, but do not fatigue it. He has therefore made 
a copious collection of plays, poems, and romances, 
to which he has recourse when he fancies himself 
tired with statutes and reports ; and he seldom in- 
quires very nicely whether he is weary or idle. 

Dick has received from his favourite authors very 
strong impressions of a country-life ; and though his 
farthest excursions have been to Greenwich on one 
side, and Chelsea on the other, he has talked for seve- 
ral years with great pomp of language and elevation 
of sentiments, about a state too high for contempt and 
too low for envy, about homely quiet, and blameless 
simplicity, pastoral delights, and rural innocence. 

His friends who had estates in the country, often 
invited him to pass the summer among them, but 
something or other had always hindered him ; and 
he considered, that to reside in the house of another 
man was to incur a kind of dependance inconsistent 
with that laxity of life which he had imagined as the 
chief good. 

This summer he resolved to be happy, and procured 
a lodging to be taken for him at a solitary house, 
situated about thirty miles from London, on the banks 
of a small river, with corn fields before it, and a hill 
on each side covered with wood. He concealed the 
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.place of his retirement, that none might violate his 
•obscurity, and promised himself many a happy day 
when he should hide himself among the trees, and 
contemplate the tumults and vexations of the town. 

He stepped into the post-chaise with his heart 
beating and his eyes sparkling, was conveyed through 
many varieties of delightful prospects, saw hills and 
meadows, corn fields and pasture, succeed each 
other, and for four hours charged none of his poets, 
with fiction or exaggeration. He was now within 
six miles of happiness, when, having never felt so 
much agitation before, he began to wish his journey 
at an end, and the last hour was passed in changing 
his posture, and quarrelling with his driver. 

An hour may be tedious but cannot be long. He 
at length alighted at his new dwelling, and was re- 
ceived. as he expected ; he looked round upon the bills 
and rivulets, but his joints were stiff and his muscles 
sore, and his first request was to see his bed-chamber. 

He rested well, and ascribed the soundness of his 
sleep to the stillness of the country. He expected 
from that time nothing but nights of quiet and days 
of rapture, and, as soon as he had risen, wrote an 
account of his new state to one of his friends in the 
Temple. 

* DEAR FRANK, 

^ I never pitied thee before. I am now as I could 
wish every man of wisdom and virtue to be, in the 
regions of calm content and placid meditation ; with 
all the beauties of nature soliciting my notice, and 
all the diversities of pleasure courting my ac- 
ceptance ; the birds are chirping in the hedges, and 
the flowers blooming in the mead; the breeze is 
whistling in the wood, and the sun dancing on the 
water. I can now say, with truth, that a man ca- 
pable of enjoying the purity of happiness is never 
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more busy than in bis hours of leisure, nor ever less 
solitary than in a place of solitude. 

I am, dear Frank, &:c/ 

When he had sent away his letter, he walked into 
the wood, with some inconvenience, from the furze 
that pricked his legs, and the briars that scratched 
his face. He at last sat down under a tree, and 
heard with great delight a shower, by which he was 
not wet, rattling among the branches ; this, said he, 
is the true image of obscurity ; we hear of troubles 
and commotions, but never feel them. 

His amusement did not overpower the calls of 
nature, and he therefore went back to order his din- 
ner. He knew that the country produces whatever 
is eaten or drunk, and, imagining that he was now 
at the source of luxury, resolved to indulge himself 
with dainties which he supposed might be procured 
at a price next to nothing, if any price at all was ex- 
pected ; and intended to amaze the rustics with his 
generosity, by paying more than they would ask. 
Of twenty dishes which he named, he was amazed 
to find that scarcely one was to be had ; and heard, 
with astonishment and indignation, that all the fruits 
of the earth are sold at a higher price than in the 
streets of London. 

His meal was short and sullen; and he retired 
again to his tree, to inquire how dearness could be 
consistent with abundance, or how fraud should be 
practised by simplicity. He was not satisfied with 
his own speculations, and, returning home early in 
the evening, went a while from window to window, 
and found that he wanted something to do. 

He inquired for a newspaper, and was told that 
farmers never minded news, but that they could send 
for it from the ale-house. A messenger was dis- 
patched, who ran away at full speed, but loitered an 
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hour behind the hedges, and at last coining back 
with his feet purposely bemired, instead of express- 
ing the gratitude which Mr, Shifter expected for the 
bounty of a shilling, said, that the night was wet, 
and the way dirty, and he hoped that his worship 
would not think it much to give him half-a-crown. 

Dick now went to bed with some abatement of his 
expectations ; but sleep, I know not how, revives 
our hopes, and rekindles our desires. He rose early 
in the morning, surveyed the landscape, and was 
pleased. He walked out, and passed from field to 
field, without observing any beaten path, and won- 
dered that he had not seen the shepherdesses danc- 
ing, nor heard the swains piping to their flocks* 

At last he saw some reapers and harvest-women 
at dinner. Here, said he, are the true Arcadians, 
and advanced courteously towards them, as afraid 
of confusing them by the dignity of his presence. 
They acknowledged his superiority by no other 
token than that of asking him for something to 
drink. He imagined that he had now purchased 
the privilege of discourse, and began to descend to 
familiar questions, endeavouring to accommodate 
his discourse to the grossness of rustic understand- 
ings. The clowns soon found that he did not know 
wheat from rye, and began to despise him ; one of 
the boys, by pretending to shew him a bird's nest, 
decoyed him into a ditch ; and one of the wenches 
sold him a bargain. 

This walk had given him no great pleasure ; but 
he hoped to find other rustics less coarse of man- 
ners, and less mischievous of disposition. Next 
morning he was accosted by an attorney, who told 
him, that unless he made farmer Dobson satisfaction 
for trampling his grass, he had orders to indict him. 
Shifter was offended but not terrified : and, telling 
the attorney that he was himself a lawyer, talked so 
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Tolubly of pettifoggers and barrators, that he drove 
him away. 

Finding his walks thus interrupted, he was in- 
clined to ride, and being pleased with the appear- 
ance of a horse that was grazing* in a neighbouring 
meadow, inquired the owner, who warranted him 
sound, and would not sell him, but that he was too 
fine for a plain man. Dick paid down the price, and 
riding out to enjoy the evening, fell with his new 
horse into a ditch ; they got out with difficulty, and, 
as he was going to mount again, a countryman looked 
at the horse, and perceived him to be blind. Dick 
went to the seller, and demanded back his money ; 
but was told that a man who rented his ground must 
do the best for himself, that his landlord had his 
rent though the year was barren, and that, whether 
horses had eyes or no, he should sell them to the 
highest bidder. 

Shifter now began to be tired with rustic simpli- 
city, and on the fifth day took possession again of 
his chambers, and bade farewell to the regions of 
calm content and placid meditation. 


W 72. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 1, 1759- 


Men complain of nothing more frequently than of 
deficient memory ; and, indeed, every one finds 
that many of the ideas which he desired to retain 
have slipped irretrievably away ; that the acquisitions 
of the mind are sometimes equally fugitive with the 
gifts of fortune ; and that a short intermission of at- 
tention more certainly lessens knowledge than im** 
pairs an estate. 
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To assist this weakness of our nature, many me- 
thods have been proposed, all of which may be justly 
suspected of bein^ ineffectual ; for no art of memory, 
however its effects have been boasted or admired, 
has been ever adopted into general use, nor have 
those who possessed it appeared to excel others 
in readiness of recollection or multiplicity of at- 
tainments. 

There is another art of which all have felt the 
want, though Theraistocles only confessed it. We 
suffer equal pain from the pertinacious adhesion of 
unwelcome images, as from the evanescence of those 
which are pleasing and useful ; and it may be doubted 
whether we should be more l3enefited by the art of 
memory or the art of forgetfulness. 

Forgetfulness is necessary to remembrance. Ideas 
are retained by renovation of that impression which 
time is always wearing away, and which new images 
are striving to obliterate. If useless thoughts could 
be expelled from the mind, all the valuable parts of 
our knowledge would more frequently recur, and 
every recurrence would reinstate them in their 
fbrmer place. 

It is impossible to consider, without some regret, 
how much might have been learned, or how much 
might have been invented by a rational and vigorous 
application of time, uselessly or painfully passed in 
the revocation of events which have left neither good 
nor evil behind them, in grief for misfortunes either 
repaired or irreparable, in resentment of injuries 
known only to ourselves, of which death has put the 
authors beyond our power. 

Philosophy has accumulated precept upon pre- 
cept, to warn us against the anticipation of future 
calamities. All useless misery is certainly folly, and 
he that feels evils before they come may be deserv- 
edly censured ; yet surely to dread the future is more 
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reasonable than to lament the past. The business 
of life is to go forwards : he who sees evil in pros- 
pect meets it in his way; but he who catches it by 
retrospection turns back to find it. That which is 
feared may sometimes be avoided, but that which 
is regretted to-day may be regretted again to- 
morrow. 

Regret is indeed useful and virtuous, and not 
only allowable but necessary, when it tends to the 
amendment of life, or to admonition of error which 
we may be again in danger of committing. But a 
very small part of the moments spent in meditation 
on the past, produce any reasonable caution or salu- 
tary sorrow. Most of the mortifications that we have 
suffered, arose from the concurrence of local and 
temporary circumstances, which can never meet 
again ; and most of our disappointments have suc- 
ceeded those expectations, which life allows not to 
be formed a second time. 

It would add much to human happiness, if an 
art could he taught of forgetting all of which the 
remembrance is at once useless and afflictive, if that 
pain which never can end in pleasure could be driven 
totally away, that the mind might perform its func- 
tions without encumbrance, and the past might no 
longer encroach upon the present. 

Little can be done well to which the whole mind 
is not applied ; the business of every day calls for 
the day to which it is assigned ; and he will have no 
leisure to regret yesterday's vexations who resolves 
not to have a new subject of regret to-morrow. 

But to forget or to remember at pleasure, are 
equally beyond the power of man. Yet as memory 
may he assisted by method, and the decays of know- 
ledge repaired by stated time's of recollection, so the 
power of forgetting is capable of improvement, 
Reason will, by a resolute contest, prevail over ima- 
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gination, and the power may be obtained of trans- 
ferring the attention as judgment shall direct. 

The incursions of troublesome thoughts are often 
violent and importunate; and it is not easy to a 
mind accustomed to their inroads to expel them im- 
mediately by putting better images into motion ; but 
this enemy of quiet is abov^ all others weakened by 
every defeat; the reiection which has been once 
Overpowered and ejected, seldom returns with any 
formidable vehemence. 

Employment is the great instrument of intellec- 
tual dominion. The mind cannot retire from its. 
enemy into total vacancy, or turn aside from one 
object but by passing to another. The gloomy and 
the resentful are always found among those who 
have nothing to do, or who do nothing. We must 
be busy about good or evil, and he to whom the pre- 
sent offers nothing will often be looking backward 
on the past. 


73. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 8, 1759 


That every man would be rich if a wish could ob- 
tain riches, is a position which I believe few will 
contest, at least in a nation like ours, in which com- 
merce has kindled a universal emulation of wealth, 
and in which money receives all the honours which 
are the proper right of knowledge and of virtue. 

Yet though we are all labouring for gold as for 
the Qhief good, and, by the natural effort of un- 
wearied diligence, have found many expeditious 
methods of obtaining it, we have not been able to 
improve the art of using it, or to make it produce 
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more happiness than it afforded in former times, 
when every deciaimer expatiated on its mischiefs, 
and every philosopher taught his followers to de- 
spise it. 

Many of the dangers imputed of old to exorbitant 
wealth are now at an end. The rich are neither 
waylaid by robbers nor watched by informers ; there 
is nothing to be dreaded from proscriptions or sei- 
zures. The necessity of concealing treasure has 
long ceased ; no man now needs counterfeit medio- 
crity, and condemn his plate and jewels to caverns 
and darkness, or feast his mind with the conscious- 
ness of clouded splendour, of finery which is useless 
till it is shewn, and which he dares not shew. 

In our time the poor are strongly tempted to 
assume the appearance of wealth, but the wealthy 
very rarely desire to be thought poor ; for we are 
all at full liberty to display riches by every mode 
of ostentation. We fill our houses with useless 
ornaments, only to shew that we can buy them ; we 
cover our coaches with gold, and employ artists 
in the discovery of new fashions of expense ; and 
yet it cannot be found that riches produce hap- 
piness. 

Of riches, as of every thing else, the hope is 
more than the enjoyment; while we consider them 
as the means to be used, at some future time, for 
the attainment of felicity, we pVess on our pur- 
suit ardently and vigorously, and that ardour se- 
cures us from weariness of ourselves ; but no sooner 
do we sit down to enjoy our acquisitions, than 
we find them insufficient to fill up the vacuities 
of life. 

One cause which is not always observed of the 
insufficiency of riches is, that they very seldom 
make their owner rich. To be rich is to have more 
than is desired, and more than is wanted ; to have 
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something which may be spent without reluctance^ 
and scattered without care, with which the sudden 
demands of desire m^y be gratified, the casual freaks 
of fancy indulged, or the unexpected opportunities 
of benevolence improved. 

Avarice is always poor, but poor by her own 
fault. There is another poverty to which the rich 
are exposed with less guilt by the officiousness of 
others. Every man, eminent for exuberance of for- 
tune, is surrounded from morning to evening, and 
from evening to midnight, by flatterers, whose art of 
adulation consists in exciting artificial wants, and in 
forming new schemes of profusion. 

Tom Tranquil, when he came to age, found him- 
self m possession of a fortune of which the twentieth 
part might, perhaps, have made him rich. His tem- 
per is easy, and his affections soft ; he receives every 
man with kindness, and hears him with credulity. 
His friends took care to settle him by giving him a 
wife, whom, having no particular inclination, he ra- 
ther accepted than chose, because he was told that 
she wks proper for him. 

He was now to live with dignity proportionate to 
his fortune. What his fortune requires or admits 
Tom does not know, for he has little skill in compu- 
tation, and none of his friends think it their interest 
to improve it. If he was suffered to live by his own 
choice, he would leave every thing as he finds it, and 
pass through the world distinguished only by inof- 
fensive gentlene ss. But the ministers of luxury have 
marked him oulc as one at whose expense they may 
exercise their larts. A companion, who had just 
learned the names of the Italian masters, runs from 
^ale to sale, an d buys pictures, for which Mr. Tran- 
quil pays, without inquiring where they shall be hung. 
Another fills his gardens with statues, which Tran- 
quil wishes av/ay, but dares not remove. One of 
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Ms friends is learning arcMtecture, by building Mm 
a bouse, which he passed by and inquired to whom 
it belonged; another has been for three years digging 
canals, and raising mounts; cutting trees down in 
one place, and planting them in another, on which 
Tranquil looks with a serene indifference, without 
asking what will be the cost. Another projector 
tells him that a water. work, like that of Versailles, 
will complete the beauties 6f his seat, and lays his 
draughts before him ; Tranquil turns his eyes upon 
them, and the artist begins his explanations ; Tran- 
quil raises no objections, but orders him to begin the 
work, that he may Escape from talk which he does 
not understand. 

Thus a thousand hands are busy at his expense, 
wdthout adding to his pleasures. He pays and re- 
ceives visits, and has loitered in public or in solitude, 
talking in summer of the town, and in winter of the 
country, without knowing that his fortune is im- 
paired, till his steward told him this morning that 
he could pay the workmen no longer but by mort- 
gaging a manor. 


74. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 15, 1759. 


In the mythological pedigree of learning, memory 
is made the mother of the Muses, by which the 
masters of ancient wisdom, perhaps, meant to shew 
the necessity of storing the mind copiously with 
true notions, before the imagination should be suf- 
fered to form fictions or collect embellishments ; for 
the works of an ignorant poet can afford nothing 
higher than pleasing sound, and fiction is of no 
other use than to display the treasurer* of memory. 
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The necessity of memory to the acquisition of 
knowledge is inevitably felt and universally allowed, 
so that scarcely any other of the mental faculties are 
commonly considered as necessary to a student : he 
that admires the proficiency of another, always attri- 
butes it to the happiness of this memory; and he 
that laments his own defects, concludes with a wish 
that his memory was better. 

It is evident that when the power of retention is 
weak, all the attempts at eminence of knowledge 
must be vain ; and as few are willing to be doomed 
to perpetual ignorance, I may, perhaps, afford con- 
solation to some that have fallen too easily into de- 
spondence, by observing that such weakness is, in 
my opinion, very rare, and that few have reason to 
complain of nature as unkindly sparing of the gifts 
of memory. 

In the common business of life, we find the me- 
mory of one like that of another, and honestly im- 
pute omissions not to involuntary forgetfulness, but 
culpable inattention ; but in literary inquiries, failure 
is imputed rather to want of memory than of dili- 
gence. 

We consider ourselves as defective in memoiy 
either because we remember less than we desire, or 
less than we suppose others to remember. 

Memory is like all other human powers, with 
which no man can be satisfied who measures them 
by what he can conceive, or by wbat be can desire. 
He whose mind is most capacious, finds ft much too 
narrow for his wishes ; he that remembers most, re- 
members little compared with what he forgets. He, 
therefore, that, after the perusal of a book, finds few 
ideas remaining in his mind, is not to consider the 
disappointment as peculiar to himself, or to resign 
all hopes of improvement, because be does not re- 
tain what even the author has, perhaps, forgotten* 
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He who compares his memory with that of others, 
is often too hasty to lament the inequality. Nature 
has sometimes, indeed, afforded examples of enor- 
mous, wonderful, and gigantic memory, Scaliger 
reports of himself, that, in his youth, he could repeat 
above a hundred verses, having once read them; 
and Barthicus declares, that he wrote his Comment 
upon Claudian without consulting the text. But 
not to have such degrees of memory is no more to 
be lamented than not to have the strength of Her- 
cules, or the swiftness of Achdles. He that, in the 
distribution of good, has an equal share with com- 
mon men, may justly be contented. Where there is 
no striking disparity, it is difficult to know of two 
which remembers most, and still more difficult to 
discover which reads with greater attention, which 
has renewed the first impression by more frequent 
repetitions, or by what accidental combination of 
ideas either mind might have united any particular 
narrative or argument to its former stock. 

But memory, however impartially distributed, so 
often deceives our trust, that almost every man 
attempts, by some artifice or other, to secure its 
fidelity. 

It is the practice of many readers to note, in the 
margin of their books, the most important passages, 
the strongest arguments, or the brightest sentiments. 
Thus they load their minds with superfluous atten- 
tion, repress the vehemence of curiosity by useless 
deliberation, and by frequent interruption break the 
current of narration or the chain of reason, and at 
last close the volume, and forget the passages and 
marks together. 

Others 1 have found unalterably persuaded that 
nothing is certainly remembered but what is tran- 
scribed ; and they have, therefore, passed weeks and 
months in transferring large quotations to a common* 
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place book. Yet why any part of a book, which can 
be consulted at pleasure, should be copied, I was 
never able to discover. The hand has no closer 
correspondence with the memory than the eye. The 
act of writing itself distracts the thoughts, and what 
is read twice, is commonly better remembered than 
what is transcribed. This method, therefore, con- 
sumes time without assisting memory. 

The true art of memory is the art of attention. 
No man will read with much advantage who is not 
able, at pleasure, to evacuate his mind, or who brings 
not to his author an intellect defecated and pure, 
neither turbid with care, nor agitated by pleasure. 
If the repositories of thought are already full, what 
can they receive ; if the mind is employed on the 
past or future, the book will be held before the eyes 
in vain. What is read with delight is commonly re- 
tained, because pleasure always secures attention ; 
but the books which are consulted by occasional 
necessity, and perused with impatience, seldom leave 
any traces on the mind. 


75. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 22, 1759. 


In the time when Bassora was considered as the 
school of Asia, and flourished by the reputation of 
its professors, and the confluence of its students, 
among the pupils that listened round the chair of 
Albumazar was Gelaleddin, a native of Tauris, in 
Persia, a young man amiable in his manners and 
beautiful in his form, of boundless curiosity, inc'es- 
sant diligence, and irresistible genius, of quick ap- 
prehension, and teng^cious memory, accurate without 
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'iiarrowness, and eager for novelty without incon- 
stancy. 

No sooner did Gelaleddin appear at Bassora, than 
his virtues and abilities raised him to distinction. 
He passed from class to class rather admired than 
envied by those whom the rapidity of his progress 
left behind ; he was consulted by his fellow-students 
as an oraculous guide, and admitted as a competent 
auditor to the conferences of the sages. 

After a few years, having passed through all the 
exercises of probation, Gelaleddin was invited to a 
professor’s seat, and entreated to increase the splen- 
dour of Bassora. Gelaleddin affected to deliberate 
on the proposal, with which, before he considered it, 
he resolved to comply ; and next morning retired to 
a garden planted for the recreation of the students, 
and entering a solitary walk, began to meditate upon 
his future life. 

^ If I am thus eminent/ said he, * in the regions 
of literature, I shall be yet more conspicuous in any 
other place ; if I should now devote myself to study 
and retirement, I must pass my life in silence, unac- 
quainted with the delights of wealth, the influence 
of power, the pomp of greatness, and the charms of 
elegance, with all that man envies and desires, with 
all that keeps the world in motion, by the hope of 
gaining or the fear of losing it. I will, therefore, 
depart to Tauris, where the Persian monarch resides 
in all the splendour of absolute dominion : my repu- 
tation will fly before me, my arrival will be congra- 
tulated by my kinsmen and friends; I shall see the 
eyes of those who predicted my greatness sparkling 
with exultation, and the faces of those that once de- 
spised me clouded with envy, or counterfeiting kind- 
ness by artificial smiles. I will shew my wisdom by 
my discourse, and my moderation by my silence ; I 
will instruct the modest with easy gentleness, and 
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repress the ostentatious by seasonable supercilious- 
ness. My apartments will be crowded by the in- 
quisitive and the vain, by those that honour and 
those that rival me ; my name will soon reach the 
court; I shall stand before the throne of the em- 
peror ; the judges of the law will confess my wisdom, 
and the nobles will contend to heap gifts upon me- 
If I shall find that my merit, like that of others, ex- 
cites malignity, or feel myself tottering on the seat 
of elevation, I may at last retire to academical ob- 
scurity, and become, in my lowest state, a professor 
of Bassora.' 

Having thus settled his determination, he declared 
to his friends his design of visiting Tauris, and saw 
with more pleasure than he ventured to express, the 
regret with which he was dismissed. He could not 
bear to delay the honours to which he was destined, 
and therefore hastened away, and in a short time 
entered the capital of Persia. He was immediately 
immersed in the crowd, and passed unobserved to 
his father’s house. He entered, and was received, 
though not unkindly, yet without any excess of 
fondness, or exclamations of rapture. His father 
had, in his absence, suffered many losses, and Ge- 
laleddm was considered as an additional burden to 
a falling family. 

When he recovered from his surprise, he began 
to display his acquisitions, and practised all the arts 
of narration and disposition : hut the poor have no 
leisure to be pleased with eloquence ; they heard his 
arguments without refiiection, and his pleasantries 
without a smile. He then applied himself singly to 
his brothers and sisters, but found them all chained 
down by invariable attention to their own fortunes, 
and insensible of any other excellence than that 
which could bring some remedy for indigence. 

It was now known in the neighbourhood that Ge- 



248 IDLER. 75 . 

lalecldin was returned, and lie sat for some days in 
expectation that the learned would visit him for 
consultation, or the great for entertainment. But 
who would be pleased or instructed in the mansions 
of poverty ? He then frequented places of public re- 
sort, and endeavoured to attract notice by the co- 
piousness of his talk. The sprightly were silenced, 
and went away to censure in some other place his 
arrogance and his pedantry ; and the dull listened 
quietly for awhile, and then wondered why any man 
should take pains to obtain so much knowledge 
which would never do him good. 

He next solicited the viziers for employment, not 
doubting but his service would be eagerly accepted. 
He was told by one that there was no vacancy in 
his office ; by another, that his merit was above any 
patronage but that of the emperor ; by a third, that 
he would not forget him and by the chief vizier, 
that he did not think literature of any great use in 
public business. He was sometimes admitted to 
their tables, where he exerted his wit and diffused 
his knowledge ; but he observed, that where, by en- 
deavour or accident, he had remarkably excelled, he 
was seldom invited a second time. 

He now returned to Bassora, wearied and dis- 
gusted, but confident of resuming his former rank, 
and revelling again in satiety of praise. But he who 
had been neglected at Tauris, was not much regarded 
at Bassora ; he was considered as a fugitive, who re- 
turned only because he could live in no other place; 
his companions found that they had formerly over- 
rated his abilities, and he lived long without notice 
or esteem. 
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76. SATUKDAY, SEPTEMBER 29, 17^9- 


^ To THE iDLERt. 

«S1R, 

^ I WAS much pleased with your ridicule of thos 
shallow critics, whose judgment, though often right 
as far as it goes, yet reaches only to inferior beau- 
ties, and who, unable to comprehend the whole, 
judge only by parts, and from thence determine the 
merit of extensive works. But there is another kind 
of critic still worse, who judges by narrow rules, 
and those too often false, and which, though they 
should be true, and founded on nature will lead 
him but a very little way towards the just estimation 
of the sublime beauties in works of genius ; ^ for 
whatever part of an art can be executed or criticised 
by rules, that part is no longer the work of genius, 
which implies excellence out of the reach of rules. 
For my own part I profess myself an Idler, and love 
to give my judgment, such as it is, from my imme- 
diate perceptions, without much fatigue of think- 
ing ; and I am of opinion, that if a man has not 
those perceptions right, it will be vain for him to 
endeavour to supply their place by rules, which may 
enable him to talk more learnedly, but not to dis- 
tinguish more acutely* Another reason which has 
lessened my affection for the study of criticism is, 
that critics, so far as I have observed, debar them- 
selves from receiving any pleasure from the polite 
arts, at the same time that they profess to love and 
admire them ; for these rules, being always upper- 
most, give them such a propensity to criticise, that 
instead of giving up the reins of their imagination 



250 IDLER. N" 76 . 

into their author’s hands, their frigid minds are em- 
ployed in examining whether the performance be 
according to the rules of art. 

^ To those who are resolved to be critics in spite 
of nature, and at the same time have no great dis- 
position to much reading and study, I would recom- 
mend to them to assume the character of connoisseur, 
which may be purchased at a much cheaper rate 
than that of a critic in poetry. The remembrance of 
a few names of painters, with their general charac- 
ters, with a few rules of the Academy, which they may 
pick up among the painters, will go a great way to- 
wards making a very valuable connoisseur. 

^ With a gentleman of this cast, I visited last week 
the Cartoons atHampton-courtj he was just returned 
from Italy, a connoisseur of course, and of course 
his mouth full of nothing but the grace of EafPaelle, 
the purity of Dominichino, the learning of Poussin, 
and the air of Guido, the greatness of taste of the 
Carraccis, and the sublimity and grand contorno of 
Michael Angelo ; with all the rest of the cant of cri- 
ticism, which he emitted with that volubility which 
generally those orators have who annex no ideas to 
their words. 

^ As we were passing through the rooms, in. our 
way to the gallery, I made him observe a whole 
length of Charles the First, by Vandyke, as a perfect 
representation of the character as well as the figure 
of the man. He agreed it was very fine, but it 
wanted spirit and contrast, and had not. the flowing 
line, without which a figure could not possibly be 
graceful. When we entered the gallery, I thought 
I could perceive him recollecting his rules by which 
he was to criticise RafFaelle. (I shall pass over his 
observation of the boots being too little, and other 
criticisms of that kind, till we arrived at St. Paul 
preaching.) This/’ says he, ‘‘ is esteemed the most 
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excellent of all the cartoons ; what nobleness, what 
dignity there is in that figure of St. Paul ! and yet 
what an addition to that nobleness could Rafiaelie 
have given, had the art of contrast been known in 
his time! but, above ail, the flowing line, which 
constitutes grace and beauty ! You would not have 
then seen an upright figure standing equally on both 
legs, and both hands stretched forward in the same 
direction, and his drapery, to all appearance, without 
the least art of disposition.’’ The following picture 
is the Charge to Peter. Here,” says he, are 
twelve upright figures ; what a pity it is that Raf- 
faelle was not acquainted with the pyramidal prin- 
ciple I He would then have contrived the figures in 
the middle to have been on higher ground, or the 
figures at the extremities stooping or lying, which 
would not only have formed the group into the shape 
of a pyramid, but likewise contrasted the standing 
figures. Indeed,” added he, “ I have often la- 
mented that so great a genius as RafFaelle had not 
lived in this enlightened age, since the art has 
been reduced to principles, and had had his educa- 
tion in one of the modern academies ; what glorious 
works might we then have expected from his divine 
pencil 1” 

‘ I shall trouble you no longer with my friend’s 
observations, which, I suppose, you are now able to 
continue by yourself. It is curious to observe, that, 
at the same time that great admiration is pretended 
for a name of fixed reputation, objections are raised 
against those very qualities by which that great name 
was acquired. 

' Those critics are continually lamenting that 
Rafiaelie' had not the colouring and harmony of 
Rubens, or the light and shadow of Rembrandt, with^ 
out considering how much the gay harmony of the 
former, and affectation of the latter, would take 
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from the dignity of RafFaelle ; and yet Rubens bad 
great harmony, and Rembrandt understood light and 
shadow: but what may be an excellence in a lower 
class of painting, becomes a blemish in a higher ; as 
the quick, sprightly turn, which is the life and beauty 
of epigrammatic compositions, would but ill suit with 
the majesty of heroic poetry. 

' To conclude ; I would not be thought to infer, 
from any thing that has been said, that rules are ab- 
solutely unnecessary ; but to censure scimpulosity, a 
servile attention to minute exactness, which is some- 
times inconsistent with higher excellency, and is lost 
in the blaze of expanded genius. 

* I do not know whether you will think painting a 
general subject. By inserting this letter, perhaps, 
you will incur the censure a man would deserve, 
whose business being to entertain a whole room, 
should turn his back to the company, and talk to a 
particular person. I am, Sir, 


W77. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 6, 1759. 


Easy poetry is universally admired ; but I know 
not whether any rule has yet been fixed by which 
it may be decided when poetry can be properly 
called easy. Horace has told us, that it is such 
as ‘ every reader hopes to equal, but after long la- 
bour finds unattainable.^ This is a very loose de- 
scription, in which only the effect is noted; the 
qualities which produce this efiect remain to be in- 
vestigated. 

Easy poetry is that in which natural thoughts are 
expressed without violence to the language. The 
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discriminating character of ease consists principaliy 
in the diction ; for all true poetry requires that the 
sentiments he natural. Language suffers violence 
by harsh or by daring figures, by transposition, by 
unusual acceptations of words, and by any licence 
which would be avoided by a writer of prose* 
Where any artifice appears in the construction of 
the verse, that verse is no longer easy. Any epithet 
which can be ejected without diminution of the 
sense, any curious iteration of the same word, and 
all unusual, though not ungrammatical, structure of 
speech, destroy the grace of easy poetry. 

The first lines of Pope's Iliad afford examples 
of many licences which an easy writer must de- 
cline : 

Achilles* wraths to Greece tlie direful spring 
Of woes unnuitib6r’d, heavenly Goddess sing, 

The wrath which hurCd to Pluto’s gloomy reign 
The souls of mighty chiefs untimely slain. 

In the first couplet the language is distorted by 
inversions, clogged with superfluities, and clouded 
by a harsh metaphor ; and in the second there are 
two words used in an uncommon sense, and two epi- 
thets inserted only to lengthen the line ; all these 
practices may in a long work easily be pardoned, but 
they always produce some degree of obscurity and- 
ruggedness. 

Easy poetry has been so long excluded by ambi- 
tion of ornament, and luxuriance of imagery, that its 
nature seems now to be forgotten. Affectation, how- 
ever opposite to ease, is sometimes mistaken for it : 
and those who asphe to gentle elegance, collect fe- 
male phrases and fashionable barbarisms, .and ima- 
gine that style to be easy which custom has made 
familiar. Such vras the idea of the poet who wrote 
the following verses to a countess cutting paper ! 

XXXIII. z 
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Pallas grew mp*rii,h once and odd, 

She would not do the least right thing 
Either for goddess or for god. 

Nor woik, nor play, nor paint, noi sing, 

Jove frowned, and ' Use (he cried) those eyes 
So skilful, and those hands so taper j 
Do something exquisite and wise.’ — 

She bow’d, obey’d him, and cut paper. 

This vexing him who gave her birth, 

Thought by all heaven a burning shame. 

What does she next, but bids on earth 
Her Burlington do just the same I 

Pallas, you give yourself strange airs; 

But sure you’ll find it hard to spoil 
The sense and taste of one that bears 
The name of Saville and of Boyle. 

Alas ! one bad example shewn. 

How quickly all the sex pursue! 

See, madam ! see the arts o’erthrown 
Between John Overton and you. 

It is the prerogative of easy poetry to be under- 
stood as long as the language lasts ; but modes of 
speech, which owe their prevalence only to modish 
folly, or to the eminence of those that use them, die 
away with their inventors, and their meaning, in a 
few years, is no longer known. 

Easy poetry is commonly sought in petty -compo- 
sitions upon minute subjects ; but ease, though it 
excludes pomp, will admit greatness. Many lines in 
Cato’s soliloquy are at once easy and sublime : 

The divinity that stirs within us ; 

’Tis heaven itself that points out an hereafter. 

And intimates eternity to man. 

• -If there is a power above us. 

And that there is all nature cries aloud 
Thro’ all her works, he must delight in virtue. 

And that which he delights in must be happy. 

Nor is ease more contrary to wit than to sublimity : 
the celebrated stanza of Cowley, on a lady elaborately 
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•dressed, ioses nothing of its freedom by the spirit of 
^he sentiment : 


Th’ adorning tbee with so much art 
Is but a barb’rous skill, 

^Tis like the pois’ning of a dart, 

Too apt before to kill. 

Cowley seems to have possessed the power of writ- 
ing easily beyond any other of our poets ; yet his 
pursuit of remote thoughts led him often into harsh- 
ness of expression. Waller often attempted, but sel- 
dom attained it ; for he is too frequently driven into 
transpositions. The poets, from the time of Dryden, 
have gradually advanced in embellishment, and con- 
sequently departed from simplicity and ease. 

To require from any author many pieces of easy 
poetry, would be, indeed, to oppress him with too 
hard a task. It is less difficult to write a volume of 
lines swelled with epithets, brightened by figures, and 
stiffened by transpositions, than to produce a few 
couplets graced only by naked elegance and simple 
purity, which require so much care and skill, that I 
doubt whether any of our authors have yet been able, 
for twenty lines together, nicely to observe the true 
definition of easy poetry. 


N" 78. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 13, 1759. 


‘ I HAVE passed the summer in one of those places 
to which a mineral spring gives the idle and luxurious 
an annual reason for resorting, whenever they fancy 
themselves offended by the heat of London. What 
is the true motive of this periodical assembly I have 
never yet been able to discover. The greater part of 
the visitants neither feel diseases nor fear them. 
z2 
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What pleasure can be expected, more than the va- 
riety of the journey, I know not, for the numbers are 
too great for privacy, and too small for diversion. 
As each is known to be a spy upon the rest, they all 
live in continual restraint ; and having but a narrow 
range for censure, they gratify its cravings by prey- 
ing on one another. 

^ But every condition has some advantages . In this 
confinement a smaller circle affords opportunities for 
more exact observation. The glass that magnifies its 
object contracts the sight to a point; and the mind 
must be fixed upon a single character to remark its 
minute peculiarities. The quality or habit which passes 
unobserved in the tumult of successive multitudes, 
becomes conspicuous when it is offered to the notice 
day after day ; and perhaps I have, without any dis- 
tinct notice, seen thousands like my late companions ; 
for when the scene can be varied at pleasure, a slight 
disgust turns us aside before a deep impression can 
be made upon the mind. 

< There was a select set, supposed to be distinguish- 
ed by superiority of intellects, who always passed the 
evening together. To be admitted to their conversa- 
tion was the highest honour of the place ; many 
youths aspired to distinction, by pretending to occa- 
sional invitations ; and the ladies were often wishing 
to be men, that they might partake the pleasure of 
learned society. 

' I know not whether by merit or destiny, I was, 
soon after my arrival, admitted to this envied party, 
which I frequented till I had learned the art by which 
each endeavoured to support his character. 

‘ Tom Steady was a vehement assertor of micon- 
troverted truth ; and by keeping himself out of the 
reach of contradiction had acquired all the confidence 
which the consciousness of irresistible abilities could 
have given. I was once mentioning a man of emi- 
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lienee, and after having recounted his virtues, en- 
deavoured to represent him fully, by mentioning his 
faults. Sir,” said Mr. Steady, ^ that he has faults 
I can easily believe, for who is without them? No 
man, Sir, is now alive, among the innumerable multi- 
tudes that swarm upon the earth, however wise, or 
however good, who has not, in some degree, his 
failings and his faults. If there be any man faultless, 
bring him forth into public view, shew him openly, 
and let him be known ; but T will venture to affirm, 
and, till the contrary be plainly shewn, shall always 
maintain, that no such man is to be found. Tell not 
me, Sir, of impeccability and perfection ; such talk 
is for those that are strangers in the world ; I have 
seen several nations, and conversed with all ranks of 
people ; I have known the great and the mean, the 
learned and the ignorant, the old and the young, the 
clerical and the lay ; but I have never found a man 
without a fault; and I suppose shall die in the opinion, 
that to be human is to be frail.” 

^ To all this nothing could be opposed. I listened 
with a hanging head ; Mr. Steady looked round on 
the hearers with triumph, and saw every eye congra- 
tulating his victory ; he departed , and spent the next 
morning in following those who retired from the com- 
pany, and telling them, with injunctions of secrecy, 
how poor Spritely began to take liberties with men 
wiser than himself ; but that he suppressed him by 
a decisive argument, which put him totally to silence. 

‘ Dick Snug is a man of sly remark and pithy sen- 
tentiousness : he never immerges himself in the stream 
of conversation, but lies to catch his companions in 
the eddy : he is often very successful in breaking nar- 
ratives, and confounding eloquence. A gentleman, 
giving the history of one of his acquaintance, made 
mention of a lady that had many lovers : Then,” 
said Dick, she was either handsome or rich,” This 
z ^ 



258 I3?LER. N° 78. 

observation being well received, Dick watched the 
progress of the tale ; and, hearing of a man lost in a 
shipwreck, remarked, that “ no man was ever drowned 
upon dry land.” 

‘ Will Startle is a man of exquisite sensibility, 
whose delicacy of frame, and quickness of discern- 
ment, subject him to impressions from the slightest 
causes; and who, therefore, passes his hfe between 
rapture and horror, in quiverings of delight, or con- 
vulsions of disgust. His emotions are too violent for 
many words ; his thoughts are always discovered by 
exclamations. “ Vile, odf&us, horrid, detestable,” and 
“ sweet, charming, delightful, astonishing,” compose 
almost his whole vocabulary, which he utters with 
various contortions and gesticulations, not easily re- 
lated or described. 

‘ Jack Solid is a man of much reading, who utters 
nothing but quotations ; but having been, I suppose, 
too confident of his memory, he has for some time 
neglected his books, and his stock grows every day 
more scanty. Mr. Solid has found an opportunity 
every night to repeat, from Hudibras, 

Doubtless the pleasure is as great 
Of being cheated, as to cheat ; 

and from Waller, 

Poets lose half the praise they would have got, 

Weie it but known what they discreetly blot. 

^ Dick Misty is a man of deep research, and for- 
cible penetration. Others are content with super- 
ficial appearances ; but Dick holds, that there is 
no effect without a cause, and values himself upon 
his power of explaining the dfficulty, and displaying 
the abstruse. Upon a dispute among us, which 
of two young strangers was more beautiful, You,'' 
says Mr. Misty, turning to me, like Amaranthia 
better than Chloris. I do not wonder at the prefer- 
ence, for the cause is evident ; there is iii man a per- 
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ception of harmony, and a sensibility of perfection, 
which touches the finer fibres of the mental texture ; 
and before reason can descend from her throne, to 
pass her sentence upon the things compared, drives 
us towards the object proportioned to our faculties, by 
an impulse gentle, yet irresistible ; for the harmonic 
system of the universe, and the reciprocal magnetism 
of similar natures, are always operating towards con- 
formity and union ; nor can the powers of the soul 
ceasefrom agitation, till they find something on which 
they can repose."' To this nothing was opposed; and 
Amaranthia was acknowledged to excel Chloris. 

‘ Of the rest you may expect an account from, 
Sir, yours, Robin Sbuitely/ 


N" 79. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 20, 1759. 


^ To THE Idler. 

‘ SIR, 

‘Your acceptance of a former letter on painting, 
gives me encouragement to offer a few more sketches 
on the same subject. 

^ Amongst the painters and the writers on paint- 
ing, there is one maxim universally admitted, and 
continually inculcated. Imitate nature"’ is the in-' 
variable rule ; but I know none who have explained 
in what manner this rule is to be understood ; the 
consequence of which is, that every one takes it in 
the most obvious sense, that objects are represented 
naturally when they have such relief that they seem 
real. It may appear strange, perhaps, to hear this 
sense of the rule disputed ; but it must be considered, 
that, if the excellence of a painter consisted only in 
this kind of imitation, painting must lose its rank, 
and be no longer considered as a liberal art, and 
sister to poetry, this imitation being merely mecha- 
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nical, in which the slowest intellect is always sure to 
succeed best; for the painter of genius cannot stoop 
to drudgery, in which the understanding has no part; 
and what pretence has the art to claina kindred with 
poetry, but by its powers over the imagination? To 
this power the painter of genius directs his aim ; in 
this sense he studies nature, and often arrives at his 
end, even by being unnatural in the confined sense of 
the word. 

The grand style of painting requires this minute 
attention to be carefully avoided, and must be kept 
as separate from it as the style of poetry from that of 
history. Poetical ornaments destroy that air of 
truth and plainness which ought to ^characterize 
history ; but the very being of poetry consists in 
departing from this plain narration, and adopting 
every ornament that will warm the imagination. To 
desire to see the excellences of each style united, 
to mingle the Dutch with the Italian school, is to 
join contrarieties which cannot subsist together, and 
which destroy the efficacy of each other. The Ita- 
lian attends only to the invariable, the great and ge- 
neral ideas which are fixed and inherent in universal 
nature ; the Dutch, on the contrary, to literal truth, 
and a minute exactness in the detail, as I may say of 
nature modified by accident. The attention to these 
petty peculiarities is the very cause of this natural- 
ness so much admired in the Dutch pictures, which, 
if we suppose it to be a beauty, is certainly of a 
lower order, which ought to give place to a beauty of 
a superior kind, since one cannot he obtained but by 
departing from the other. , 

‘ If my opinion was asked concerning the works 
of Michael Angelo, whether they would receive any 
advantage from possessing this mechanical merit, I 
should not scruple to say they would not only re- 
ceive no advantage, but would lose, in a great mea- 
sure, the effect which they now have on every mind 
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susceptible of great and noble ideas. His works 
may be said to be all genius and soul ; and why 
should they be loaded with heavy matter, which can 
only counteract his purpose by retarding the pro- 
gress of the imagination ? 

If this opinion should be thought one of the wild 
extravagances of enthusiasm, I shall only say, that 
those who censure it are not conversant in the works 
of the great masters. It is very difficult to determine 
the exact degree of enthusiasm that the arts of paint- 
ing and poetry may admit. There may perhaps be 
too great an indulgence, as well as too great a re- 
straint of imagination ; and if the one produces in- 
coherent monsters, the other produces what is full 
as bad, lifeless insipidity. An intimate knowledge 
of the passions, and good sense, but not common 
sense, must at last determine its limits. It has been 
thought, and I believe with reason, that Michael An- 
gelo sometimes transgressed those limits; and I think 
I have seen figures of him of which it was very dif- 
ficult to determine whether they were in the highest 
degree sublime or extremely ridiculous. Such faults 
may be said to be the ebullitions of genius ; but at 
least he had this merit, that he never was insipid, 
and whatever passion his works may excite, they will 
always escape contempt. 

What I have had under consideration is the sub- 
limest style, particularly that of Michael Angelo, the 
Homer of painting. Other kinds may admit of this 
naturalness, which of the lowest kind is the chief 
merit ; but in painting, as in poetry, the highest style 
has the least of common nature. 

One may very safely recommend a little more en- 
thusiasm to the modern painters : too much is cer- 
tainly not the vice of the present age. The Italians 
seem to have been continually declining in this re- 
ject from the time of Michael Angelo to that of 
Carlo Maratti, and from thence to the very bathos 
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of insipidity to whicli they are now sunk ; so that 
there is no need of remarking', that where I men- 
tioned the Italian painters in opposition to the Butch, 
I mean not the moderns, but the heads of the old 
Roman and Bolognian schools ; nor did I mean to 
include in my idea of an Italian painter, the Venetian 
school, which may be said to be the Dutch part of 
the Italian genius. I have only to add a word of ad- 
vice to the painters, that however excellent they may 
be in painting naturally, they would not flatter them- 
selves very much upon it ; and to the connoisseurs, 
that when they see a cat or fiddle painted so finely, 
that as the phrase is, ^ It looks as if you could take 
it up/ they would not for that reason immediately 
compare the painter to Raffaelle and Michael An- 
gelo. 


80. SATURDAY, OCTOBER 27, 1759. 


That every day has its pains and sorrows is uni- 
versally experienced, and almost universally con- 
fessed ; but let us not attend only to mournful truths ; 
if we look impartially about us, we shall find that 
every day has likewise its pleasures and its joys. 

The time is now come when the town is again be- 
ginning to be full, and the rusticated beauty sees an 
end of her banishment. ^ Those whom the tyranny 
of fashion had condemned to pass the summer among 
shades and brooks, are now preparing to return to 
plays, balls, and assemblies, with health restored by 
retirement, and spirits kindled by expectation. 

Many a mind, which has languished some months 
without emotion or desire, now feels a sudden reno- 
vation of its faculties. It was long ago observed 
by Pythagoras, that ability and necessity dwell near 
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each other. She that wandered in the garden with- 
out sense of its fragrance, and lay day after day 
stretched upon a couch behind a green curtain, un- 
willing to wake, and unable to sleep, now summons 
her thoughts to consider which of her last year's 
clothes shall be seen again, and to anticipate the 
raptures of a new suit ; the day and the night are 
now filled with occupation ; the laces, which were 
too fine to be worn among rustics, are taken from 
the boxes and reviewed, and the eye is no sooner 
closed after its labours, than whole shops of silk 
busy the fancy. 

But happiness is nothing if it is not known, and 
very little if it is not envied. Before the day of de- 
parture a week is always appropriated to the pay- 
ment and reception of ceremonial visits, at which 
nothing can be mentioned but the delights of Lon- 
don. The lady who is hastening to the scene of ac- 
tion, flutters her wings, displays her prospect of fe- 
licity, tells how she grudges every moment of delay, 
and, in the presence of those whom she knows con- 
demned to stay at home, is sure to wonder by what 
arts life can be made supportable through a winter 
in the country, and to tell how often, amidst the 
ecstasies of an opera, she shall pity those friends 
whom she has left behind. Her hope of giving pain 
is seldom disappointed : the affected indijflerence of 
one, the faint congratulations of another, the wishes 
of some openly confessed, and the silent dejection 
of the rest, all exalt her opinion of her own supe- 
riority. 

But, however we may labour for our own decep- 
tion, truth, though unwelcome, will sometimes intrude 
upon the mind. They who have already enjoyed 
the crowds and noise of the great city, know that 
their desire to return is little more than the restless- 
ness of a vacant mind, that they are not so much led 
by hope as driven by disgust, and wish rather to leave 
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the country than to see the town, There is com- 
monly in every coach a passenger enwrapped in si- 
lent expectation, whose joy is more sincere, and 
whose hopes are more exalted. The virgin whom 
the last summer released from her governess, and 
who is now going between her mother and her aunt 
to try the fortune of her wit and beauty, suspects no 
fallacy in the gay representation. She believes her- 
self passing into another world, and images London 
as an Elysian region, where every hour has its pro- 
per pleasure, where nothing is seen but the blaze of 
wealth, and nothing heard but merriment and flat- 
tery ; where the morning always rises on a show, and 
the evening closes on a ball ; where the eyes are used 
only to sparkle, and the feet only to dance. 

Her aunt and her mother amuse themselves on the 
road, with telling her of dangers to be dreaded, and 
cautions to be observed. She hears them as they 
heard their predecessors, with incredulity or con- 
tempt. She sees that they have ventured and es- 
caped ; and one of the pleasures which she promises 
herself is, to detect their falsehoods, and be freed 
from their admonitions. 

We are inclined to believe those whom we do not 
know, because they have never deceived us. The 
fair adventurer may perhaps listen to the Idler, whom 
she cannot suspect of rivalry or malice ; yet he scarce- 
ly expects to be credited when he tells her, that her 
expectations will likewise end in disappointment. 

The uniform necessities of human nature produce 
in a great measure uniformity of life, and for part of 
the day make one place like another ; to. dress and 
undress, to eat and to sleep, are the same in London 
as in the country. The supernumerary hours have 
indeed a greater variety both of pleasure and of pain. 
The stranger, gazed on by multitudes at her first ap- 
pearance in the Park, is perhaps on the highest sum- 
mit of female happiness ; but how great is the an- 
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guisli when the novelty of another face draws her 
worshippers away I The heart may leap for a time 
under a fine gown ; but the sight of a gown yet finer 
puts an end to rapture. In the first row at an opera 
two hours may be happily passed in listening to the 
music on the stage, and watching the glances of the 
company; but how will the night end in despondency 
when she that imagined herself the sovereign of the 
place, sees lords contending to lead Iris to her chair i 
There is little pleasure in conversation to her whose 
wit is regarded but in the second place : and who can 
dance with ease or spirit that sees Amaryllis led out 
before her ? She that fancied nothing but a succes- 
sion of pleasures, will find herself engaged without 
design in numberless competitions, and mortified 
without provocation with numberless afflictions. 

But I do not mean to extinguish that ardour which 
I wish to moderate, or to discourage those whom I 
am endeavouring to restrain. To know the world is 
necessary, since we were born for the help of one 
another ; and to know it early is convenient, if it be 
only that we may learn early to despise it. She that 
brings to London a mind well prepared for improve- 
ment, though she misses her hope of uninterrupted 
happiness, will gain in return an opportunity of add- 
ing knowledge to vivacity, and enlarging innocence 
to virtue. 


W 81. SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 3, 1759. 


As the English army was passing towards Quebec, 
along a soft savanna between a mountain and a 
lake, one of the petty chiefs of the inland regions 
stood upon a rock surrounded by his clan, and from 
behind the shelter of the bushes contemplated the 
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art and regularity of European war. It was eyen- 
ing, the tents were pitched : he observed the secu- 
rity with which the troops rested in the night, and 
the "Order with which the march was renewed in the 
morning. He continued to pursue them with his 
eye till they could be seen no longer, and then stood 
for some time silent and pensive. 

Then turning to his followers, ^ My children/ 
said he, ^ I have often heard from men hoary with 
long life, that there was a time when our ancestors 
were absolute lords of the woods, the meadows, and 
the lakes, wherever the eye can reach, or the foot 
can pass. They fished and hunted, feasted and 
danced, and when they were weary lay down under 
the first thicket, without danger and without fear. 
They changed their habitations as the seasons re- 
quired, convenience prompted, or curiosity allured 
them ; and sometimes gathered the fruits of the moun- 
tain, and sometimes sported in canoes along the coast. 

^ Many years and ages are supposed to have been 
thus passed in plenty and security ; when, at last, a 
new race of men entered our country from the great 
ocean. They enclosed themselves in habitations of 
stone, which our ancestors could neither enter by 
violence nor destroy by fire. They issued from 
those fastnesses, sometimes covered like the arma- 
dillo with shells, from which the lance rebounded 
on the striker, and sometimes carried by mighty 
beasts, which had never been seen in our vales or 
forests, of such strength and swiftness, that flight 
and opposition were vain alike. Those invaders 
ranged over the continent, slaughtering in their rage 
those that resisted, and those that submitted, in 
their mirth. Of those that remained, some were 
buried in caverns, and condemned to dig metals for 
their masters; some were employed in tilling the 
ground, of which foreign tyrants devour the pro- 
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duce; and, when the sword and the mines have 
destroyed the natives, they supply their place by 
human beings of another colour, brought from some 
distant country to perish here under toil and torture. 

‘ Some there are who boast their humanity, and 
content themselves to seize our chases and fisheries, 
who drive us from every track of ground where fer- 
tility and pleasantness invite 'them to settle, and 
make no war upon us except when we intrude upon 
our own lands. 

‘ Others pretend to have purchased a right of 
residence and tyranny ; but surely the insolence of 
such bargains is more offensive than the avowed and 
open dominion of force. What reward can induce 
the possessor of a country to admit a stranger more 
powerful than himself? Fraud or terror must operate 
in such contracts ; either they promised protection 
which they never have afforded, or instruction which 
they never imparted. We hoped to be secured by 
their favour from some other evil, or to learn the 
arts of Europe, by which we might be able to secure 
ourselves. Their power they never have exerted in 
our defence, and their arts they have studiously 
concealed from us. Their treaties are only to de- 
ceive, and their traffic only to defraud us. They 
have a written law among them, of which they boast 
as derived from Him who made the earth and sea, 
and by which they profess to believe that man will 
be made happy when life shall forsake him. Why 
is not this law communicated to us ? It is concealed 
because it is violated. For how can they preach it 
to an Indian nation, when I am told that one of its 
first precepts forbids them to do to others what they 
would not that others should do to them ? 

^ But the time perhaps is now approaching when 
the pride ,of usurpation shall be crushed, and the 
cruelties of invasion shall be revenged. The sons 
2a2 
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of rapacity have now drawn their swords upon each 
other, and referred their claims to the decision of 
war ; let us look unconcerned upon the slaughter, 
and remember that the death of every European 
delivers the country from a tyrant and a robber; for 
what is the claim of either nation, but the claim of 
the vulture to the leveret, of the tiger to the fawn ? 
Let them then continue to dispute their title to 
regions which they cannot people, to purchase by 
danger and blood the empty dignity of dominion 
over mountains which they will never climb, and 
rivers which they will never pass. Let^ us en- 
deavour, in the mean time, to learn their discipline, 
and to forge their weapons ; and, when they shall 
he weakened with mutual slaughter, let us rush down 
upon them, force their remains to take shelter in their 
ships, and reign once more in our native country.’ 


N" 82. SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 10, 1759. 


'To THE Idler. 

‘SIR, 

‘ DiscouRSiifG in my last letter on the diiFerent 
practice of the Italian and Dutch painters, I ob- 
served, that the Italian painter attends only to the 
invariable, the great and general ideas which are 
fixed and inherent in universal nature.” 

^ I was led into the subject of this letter by endea- 
vouring to fix the original cause of this conduct of 
the Italian masters. If it can be proved that by this 
choice they selected the most beautiful pari of the 
creation, it will shew how much their principles are 
founded on reason, and, at the same timQ, discover 
the origin of our ideas of beauty. 
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^ I suppose it will be easily granted, that no man 
can judge whether any animal be beautiful in its 
kind, or deformed, who has seen only one of that 
species ; that is as conclusive in regard to the human 
figure ; so that if a man, born bliild, was to recover 
his sight, and the most beautiful woman was brought 
before him, he could not determine whether she was 
handsome or not; nor, if the most beautiful and 
most deformed were produced, could he any better 
determine to which he should give the preference, 
having seen only those two. To distinguish beauty, 
then, implies the having seen many individuals of 
that species. If it is asked, how is more skill ac- 
quired by the observation of greater numbers ? I 
answer, that, in consequence of having seen many, 
the power is acquired, even without seeking after it, 
of distinguishing between accidental blemishes and 
excrescences which are continually varying the sur- 
face of Nature’s works, and the invariable general 
form which nature most frequently produces, and 
always seems to intend in her productions. 

‘ Thus amongst the blades of grass or leaves of 
the same tree, though no two can be found exactly 
alike, yet the general form is invariable : a natu- 
ralist, before he chose one as a sample, would exa- 
mine many, since, if he took the first that occurred, 
it might have, by accident or otherwise, such a form 
as that it would scarcely be known to belong to that 
species; he selects, as the painter does, the most 
beautiful, that is, the most general form of nature. 

^ Every species of the animal as well as the vege- 
table creation may be said to have a fixed or deter- 
minate form towards which nature is continually 
inclining, like various lines terminating in the centre; 
or it may be compared to pendulums vibrating in 
dilFerent directioi^s over one central point, and as 
they all cross the centre, though only one passes 
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through any other point, so it will be found that 
perfect beauty is oftener produced by nature than 
deformity ; I do not mean than deformity in general, 
but than any one kind of deformity. To instance 
in a particular part of a feature : the line that forms 
the ridge of the nose is beautiful when it is straight; 
this then is the central form, which is oftener found 
than either concave, convex, or any other irregular 
form that shall be proposed. As we are then more 
accustomed to beauty than deformity, we may con- 
clude that to be the reason why we approve and 
admire it, as we appi'ove and admire customs and 
fashions of dress for no other reason than that we 
are used to them, so that though habit and custom 
cannot be said to be the cause of beauty, it is cer- 
tainly the cause of our liking it ; and I have no doubt 
but that, if we were more used to deformity than 
beauty, deformity would then lose the idea now 
annexed to it, and take that of beauty; as, if the 
whole world should agree that yes and no should 
change their meanings, yes would then deny, and no 
would affirm. 

^ Whoever undertakes to proceed farther in this 
argument, and endeavours to fix a general criterion 
of beauty respecting different species, or to shew 
why one species is more beautiful than another, it 
will be required from him first to prove that one 
species is really more beautiful than another. That 
we prefer one to the other, and with very good rea- 
son, will be readily granted ; but it does not follow 
from thence that we think it more a beautiful form ; 
for we have no criterion of form by which to deter- 
mine our judgment. He who says a swan is more 
beautiful than a dove, means little more than that 
he has more pleasure in seeing a swan than a doye» 
either from the stateliness of its motions, or its being 
a more rare bird ; and he who gives the preference 
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to the dove, does it from some association of ide*as 
of innocence that he always annexes to the dove ; 
but, if he pretends to defend the preference he gives 
to one or the other by endeavouring to prove that 
this more beautiful form proceeds from a parti- 
cular gradation of magnitude, undulation of a curve, 
or direction of a line, or whatever other conceit 
of his imagination he shall fix on as a criterion of 
form, he will be continually contradicting himself, 
and find at last that the great Mother of Nature will 
not be subjected to such narrow rules. Among the 
various reasons why we prefer one part of her works 
to another, the most general, I believe, is habit and 
custom ; custom makes, in a certain sense, white 
black, and black white ; it is custom alone deter- 
mines our preference of the colour of the Europeans 
to the .Ethiopians ; and they, for the same reason, 
prefer their own colour to ours* I suppose nobody 
will doubt, if one of their painters were to paint the 
goddess of beauty, but that he would represent her 
black, with thick lips, flat nose, and woolly hair ; 
and, it seems to me, he would act very unnaturally 
if he did not ; for by what criterion will any one dis- 
pute the propriety of his idea? "We, indeed, say, 
that the form and colour of the European is prefer- 
able to that of the Ethiopian ; but 1 know of no 
reason we have for it, but that we are more accus- 
tomed to it. It is absurd to say, that beauty is pos- 
sessed of attractive powers, which irresistibly seize 
the corresponding mind with love and admiration, 
since that argument is equally conclusive in the fa- 
vour of the white and the black philosopher. 

^ The black and white nations must, in respect of 
beauty, be considered as of different kinds, at least 
a different species of the same kind ; from one of 
which to the other, as I observed, no inference can 
be drawn. 

Novelty is said to be one of the causes of beauty ; 
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tliat novelty is a very sufficient reason wliy we 
should admire, is not denied ; but because it is 
uncommon, is it therefore beautiful ? The beauty 
that is produced by colour, as when we prefer one 
bird to another, though of the same form, on account 
of its colour, has nothing to do with this argument, 
which reaches only to form. I have here considered 
the word beauty as being properly applied to form 
alone. There is a necessity of fixing this confined 
sense; for their can be no argument, if the sense of 
the word is extended to every thing that is approved. 
A rose may as well be said to be beautiful because it 
has a fine smell, as a bird because of its colour. 
When we apply the word beauty we do not mean 
always by it a more beautiful form, but something 
valuable on account of its rarity, usefulness, colour, 
or any other property. A horse is said to be a 
beautiful animal; but, had a horse as few good 
qualities as a tortoise, I do not imagine that he 
would be then esteemed beautiful. 

< A fitness to the end proposed, is said to he ano- 
ther cause of beauty ; but supposing we were pro- 
per judges of what form is the most proper in an 
animal to constitute strength or swiftness, we always 
determine concerning its beauty, before we exert 
our understanding to judge of its fitness. 

^ From what has been said, it may he inferred, 
that the works of nature, if we compare one species 
with another, are all equally beautiful; and that 
preference is given from custom, or some association 
of ideas ; and that, in creatures of the same species, 
beauty is the medium or centre of all various forms. ^ 

^ To conclude, then, by way of corollary ; if it has 
been proved, that the painter, by attending to the 
invariable and general ideas of nature, produces 
beauty, he must, by regarding minute particularities 
and accidental'discriminations, deviate from the uni- 
versal rule, and pollute his canvas with deformity.' 
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83. SATUKDAY, NOVEMBER 17, 1759. 


' To THE Idler. 

'SIR, 

^ I SUPPOSE you have forgotten that many weeks 
ago I promised to send you an account of my com- 
panions at the Wells- You would not deny me a 
place among the most faithful votaries of idleness 
if you knew how often I have recollected my engage- 
ment, and contented myself to delay the perform- 
ance for some reason which I durst not examine 
because I knew it to be false; how often I have 
sat down to write and rejoiced at interruption ; 
and how often I have praised the dignity of resolu- 
tion, determined at night to write in the morning, and 
deferred it in the morning to the quiet hours of night. 

‘ I have at last begun what I have long wished at 
an end, and find it more easy than I expected to con- 
tinue my narration. 

' Our assembly could boast no such constellation 
of intellects as Clarendon’s band of associates. We 
had among us no Selden, Falkland, or Waller ; but 
we had men not less important in their own eyes, 
though less distinguished by the public ; and many 
a time have we lamented the partiality of mankind, 
and agreed that men of the deepest inquiry some- 
times let their discoveries die away in silence, that 
the most comprehensive observers have seldom op- 
portunities of imparting their remarks, and that 
modest merit passes in the crowd unknown and un- 
heeded. 

' One of the greatest men of the society was Sim 
Scruple, who lives in a continual equipoise of doubt, 
and is a constant enemy to confidence and dog- 
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matism. Sim’s favourite topic of conversation is, 
the narrowness of the human mind, the fallacious- 
ness of our senses, the prevalence of early prejudice, 
and the uncertainty of appearances. Sim has many 
doubts about the nature of death, and is sometimes 
inclined to believe that sensation may survive mo- 
tion, and that a dead man may feel though he 
cannot stir. He has sometimes hinted that man 
might perhaps have been naturally a quadruped ; 
and thinks it would be very proper, that at the 
Foundling-hospital some children should be enclosed 
in an apartment in which the nurses should be 
obliged to walk half upon four and half upon two, 
that the younglings, being bred without the prejudice 
of example, might have no other guide than nature, 
and might at last come forth into the world as genius 
should direct, erect or prone, on two legs or on four. 

^ The next in dignity of mein and fluency of talk 
was Dick Wormwood, whose sole delight is to find 
every thing wrong. Dick never enters a room but 
he shews that the door and the chimney are ill-placed. 
He never walks into the fields but he finds ground 
ploughed which is fitter for pasture. He is always 
an enemy to the present fashion. Fie holds that all 
the beauty and virtue of women will soon be de- 
stroyed by the use of tea. He triumphs when he 
talks on the present system of education, and tells us 
with great vehemence, that we are learning words 
when we should learn things. He is of opinion that 
we suck in errors at the nurse’s breast, and thinks it 
extremely ridiculous that children should be taught 
to use the right hand rather than the left. 

‘ Bob Sturdy considers it as a point of honour to 
say again what he has once said, and wonders how 
any man that has been known to alter his opinion, 
can look his neighbours in the face. Bob is the 
most formidable disputant of the whole company ; 
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for without troubling himself to search for reasons, 
he tires his antagonist with repeated affirmations. 
When Bob has been attacked for an hour with all the 
powers of eloquence and reason, and his position 
appears to all but himself utterly untenable, he 
always closes the debate with his first declaration, 
introduced by a stout preface of contemptuous civi- 
lity. All this is very judicious ; you may talk, 
Sir, as you please; but I will still say what I said at 
first.” Bob deals much in universals, which he has 
now obliged us to let pass without exceptions. He 
lives on an annuity, and holds that ‘‘ there are as 
many thieves as traders he is of loyalty unshaken, 
and always maintains, that he who sees a Jacobite 
sees a rascal.” 

‘ Phil Gentle is an enemy to the rudeness of con- 
tradiction and the turbulence of debate. Phil has 
no notions of his own, and therefore willingly catches 
from the last speaker such as he shall drop. This 
inflexibility of ignorance is easily accommodated to 
any tenet ; his only difficulty is, when the disputants 
grow zealous, how to be of two contrary opinions at 
once. If no appeal is made to his judgment, he has 
the art of distributing his attention and his smiles in 
such a manner, that each thinks him of his own 
party ; but if he is obliged to speak, he then observes 
that the question is difficult; that he never received 
so much pleasure from a debate before ; that neither 
of the controvertists could have found his match in 
any other company; thatMr. Wormwoods assertion 
is very well supported, and yet there is great force 
in what Mr. Scruple advanced against it. By this 
indefinite declaration both are commonly satisfied; 
for he that has prevailed is in good humour; and he 
that has felt his own weakness is very glad to have 
escaped so well. I am, Sir, yours, &c. 

Robin Spuitely.' 
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84* SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 24, 1769. 


Biography is, of the various kinds of narrative 
writing, that which is most eagerly read, and most 
easily applied to the purposes of life. 

In romances, when the wide field of possibility lies 
open to invention, the incidents may easily be made 
more numerous, the vicissitudes more sudden, and 
the events more wonderful; but from the time of 
life when fancy begins to be overruled by reason 
and corrected by experience, the most artful tale 
raises little curiosity when it is known to be false ; 
though it may, perhaps, be sometimes read as a 
model of a neat or elegant style, not for the sake of 
knowing what it contains, but how it is written ; or 
those that are weary of themselves, may have re- 
course to it as a pleasing dream, of which, when they 
awake, they voluntarily dismiss the images from their 
minds. 

The examples and events of history press, indeed, 
upon the mind with the weight of truth ; but when 
they are reposited in the memory, they are oftener 
employed for show than use, and rather diversify 
conversation than regulate life* Few are engaged in 
such scenes as give them opportunities of growing 
wiser by the downfal of statesmen or the defeat of 
generals. The stratagems of war and the intrigues 
of courts, are read by far the greater part of mankind 
with the same indifference as the adventures of fabled 
heroes, or the revolutions of a fairy region. Between 
falsehood and useless truth there is little difference. 
As gold which he cannot spend will make no man 
rich, so knowledge which he cannot apply will make 
no man wise. 
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The mischievous consequences of vice and folly, 
of irregular desires and predominant passions, are 
best discovered by those relations v/hich are levelled 
with the general surface of life, which tell not how 
any man became great, but how he was made happy ; 
not how he lost the favour of his prince, but how he 
became discontented with himself. 

Those relations are therefore commonly of most 
value in which the writer tells his own story. He 
that recounts the life of another commonly dwells 
most upon conspicuous events, lessens the familiarity 
of his tale to increase its dignity, shews his favourite 
at a distance decorated and magnified like the ancient 
actors in their tragic dress, and endeavours to hide 
the man that he may produce a hero. 

But if it be true, which was said by a French 
prince, ^ That no man was a hero to the servants of 
his chamber,' it is equally true, that every man is yet 
less a hero to himself. He that is most elevated 
above the crowd by the importance of his employ- 
ments, or the reputation of his genius, feels himself 
affected by fame or business, but as they influence 
his domestic life. The high and low, as they have 
the same faculties and the same senses, have no less 
similitude in their pains and pleasures. The sensa- 
tions are the same in all, though produced by very 
different occasions. The prince feels the same pain 
when an invader seizes a province, as the farmer 
when a thief drives away his cow. Men thus equal 
in themselves will appear equal in honest and impar*- 
tial biography : and those whom fortune or nature 
place at the greatest distance, may afford instruction 
to each other. 

The writer of his own life has at least the first 
qualification of an historian, the knowledge of the 
truth ; and though it may be plausibly objected that 
his temptations to disguise it are equal to his op- 
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portunities of knowing it, yet I cannot but tbink that 
impartiality may be expected with equal confidence 
from him that relates the passages of his own life, 
as from him that delivers the transactions of another. 

Certainty of knowledge not only excludes mistake, 
but fortifies veracity. What we collect by conjec- 
ture, and by conjecture only can one man judge of 
another’s motives or sentiments, is easily modified by 
fancy or by desire ; as objects imperfectly discerned 
take forms from the hope or fear of the beholder. 
But that which is fully known cannot be falsified but 
with reluctance of understanding, and alarm of con- 
science : of understanding, the lover of truth ; of 
conscience, the sentinel of virtue. 

He that writes the life of another is either his 
friend or his enemy, and wishes either to exalt his 
praise or aggravate his infamy : many temptations to 
falsehood will occur in the disguise of passions, too 
specious to fear much resistance. Love of virtue 
will animate panegyric, and hatred of wickedness 
imbitter censure. The zeal of gratitude, the ardour 
of patriotism, fondness for an opinion, or fidelity to 
a party, may easily overpower the vigilance of a 
mind habitually well disposed, and prevail over un- 
assisted and unfriended veracity. 

But he that speaks of himself has no motive to 
falsehood or partiality except self-love, by which all 
have so often been betrayed, that all are on the watch 
against its artifices. He that writes an apology for 
a single action, to confute an accusation, to recom- 
mend himself to favour, is indeed always to be sus- 
pected of favouring his own cause ; but he that sits 
down calmly and voluntarily to review his life for the 
admonition of posterity, or to amuse himself, and 
leaves this account unpublished, may be commonly 
presumed to tell truth, since falsehood cannot appease 
his own mind, and fame will not be heard beneath 
the tomb. 
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N" 85. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 1, i759. 


On-e of the peculiarities which distinguish the pre- 
sent age is the multiplication of books. Every day 
brings new advertisements of literary undertakings, 
and we are flattered with repeated promises of grow- 
ing wise on easier terms than our progenitors. ^ 

How much either happiness or knowledge is ad- 
vanced by this multitude of authors, it is not very 
easy to decide. 

He that teaches us any thing which we knew not 
before, is undoubtedly to be reverenced as a master. 

He that conveys knowledge by more pleasing 
ways, may very properly be loved as a benefactor; 
and he that supplies life with innocent amusernent, 
will be certainly caressed as a pleasing companion. 

But few of those who fill the world with books 
have any pretensions to the hope either of pleasing 
or instructing. They have often no other task than 
to lay two books before them, out of which they 
compile a third, without any new materials of their 
own, and with very little application of judgment to 
those which former authors have supplied. 

That all compilations are useless I do not assert. 
Particles of science are often very widely scattered. 
Writers of extensive comprehension have incidental 
remarks upon topics very remote from the principal 
subject, which are often more valuable than formal 
treatises, and which yet are not known because they 
are not promised in the title. He that collects those 
under proper heads is very laudably employed ; for 
though he exerts no great abilities in the work, he 
facilitates the progress of others, and by making 
that easy of attainment which is already written, 
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may give some mind, more vigorous or more adven- 
turous than liis own, leisure for new thoughts and 
original designs. 

But the collections poured lately from the press 
have been seldom made at any great expense of time 
or inquiry, and therefore only serve to distract choice 
without supplying any real want. 

It is observed that a corrupt society has 7)2an]; lows : 
I know not whether it is not equally true, that an 
ignorant age has many hooks. When the treasures of 
ancient knowledge lie unexamined, and original 
authors are neglected and forgotten, compilers and 
plagiaries are encouraged, who give us again what 
we had before, and grow great by setting before us 
what our own sloth had hidden from our view. 

Yet are not even these writers to be indiscrimi- 
nately censured and rejected. Truth like beauty 
varies its fashions, and is best recommended by dif- 
ferent dresses to different minds ; and he that recalls 
the attention of mankind to any part of learning 
which time has left behind it, may be truly said to 
advance the literature of his own age. As the man- 
ners of nations vary, new topics of persuasion be- 
come necessary, and new combinations of imagery 
are produced ; and he that can accommodate him- 
self to the reigning taste, may always have readers 
who perhaps would not have looked upon belter 
performances. 

To exact of every man who writes, that he should 
say something new, would be to reduce authors to 
a small number; to oblige the most fertile genius 
to say only what is new would be to contract his 
volumes to a few pages. Yet, surely, thpre ought 
to be some bounds to repetition ; libraries ought no 
more to be heaped for ever with the same thoughts 
differently expressed, than with the same books dif- 
ferently decorated. 
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The good or evil which these secondary writers 
produce, is seldom of any long duration. As they 
owe their existence to change of fashion, they com- 
monly disappear when a new fashion becomes pre- 
valent. The authors that in any nation last from 
age to age are very few, because there are very few 
that have any other claim to notice than that they 
catch hold on present curiosity, and gratify some 
accidental desire, or produce some temporary con- 
veniency. 

But however the writers of the day may despair 
of future fame, they ought at least to forbear any 
present mischief. Though they cannot arrive at 
eminent heights of excellence, they might keep 
themselves harmless. They might take care to in- 
form themselves before they attempt to inform others, 
and exert the little influence which they have for 
honest purposes. 

But such is the present state of our literature, 
that the ancient sage, who thought a great hook a 
great evil^ would now think the multitude of books 
a multitude of evils. He would consider a bulky 
writer who engrossed a year, and a swarm of pam- 
phleteers who stole each an hour, as equal wasters 
of human life, and would make no other difference 
between them, than between a beast of prey and a 
flight of locusts. 


N° 86. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 8, 1759. 


‘ To THE Idler. 

‘SIR, 

I AM a young lady newly married to a young gen- 
tleman. Our fortune is large, our minds are vacant, 
2 b3 
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our dispositions gay, our acquaintances numerous, 
and our relations splendid. We considered that 
marriage, like life, has its youth ; that the first year 
is the year of gaiety and revel, and resolved to sec 
the shows and feel the joys of London before the 
increase of our family should confine us to domestic 
cares and domestic pleasures. 

^ Little time was spent in preparation ; the coach 
was harnessed, and a few days brought us to London, 
and we alighted at a lodging provided for us by Miss 
Biddy Trifl^e, a maiden niece of my husband’s father, 
where we found apartments on a second floor, which 
my cousin told us would serve us till we could please 
ourselves with a more commodious and elegant 
habitation, and which she had taken at a very high 
price, because it was not worth the while to make a 
hard bargain for so short a time. 

^ Here I intended to lie concealed till my new 
clothes were made, and my new lodging hired ; but 
Miss Trifle had so industriously given notice of our 
arrival to all her acquaintance, that I had the morti- 
fication next day of seeing the door thronged with 
painted coaches and chairs with coronets, and was 
obliged to receive all my husband’s relations on a 
second floor. 

^ Inconveniences are often balanced by some ad- 
vantage : the elevation of my apartments furnished 
a subject for conversation, which, without some such 
help we should have been in danger of wanting. 
Lady Stalely told us how many years had passed 
since she climbed so many steps. Miss Airy ran to 
the window, and thought it charming to see the 
walkers so little in the street ; and Miss Gentle went 
to try the same experiment, and screamed to find 
herself so far above the ground. 

^ They all knew that we intended to remove, and 
therefore all gave me advicp about a proper choice. 
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One street was recommended for the purity of its 
air, another for its freedom from noise, another for 
its nearness to the park, another because there was 
but a step from it to all places of diversion, and an- 
other because its inhabitants enjoyed at once the 
town and country. 

‘ I had civility enough to hear every recommenda- 
tion with a look of curiosity while it was made, and 
of acquiescence when it was concluded, but in my 
heart felt no other desire than to be free from the 
disgrace of a second floor, and cared little where I 
should fix, if the apartments were spacious and 
splendid. 

^ Next day a chariot was hired, and Miss Trifle 
was dispatched to find a lodging. She returned in 
the afternoon, with an account of a charming place, 
to which my husband went in the morning to make 
the contract. Being young and unexperienced, he 
took with him his friend Ned Quick, a gentleman of 
great skill in rooms and furniture, who sees, at a 
single glance, whatever there is to be commended 
or censured. Mr. Quick, at the first view of the 
house, declared that it could not be inhabited, for 
the sun in the afternoon shone with full glare on the 
windows of the dining-room. 

^ Miss Trifle went out again and soon discovered 
another lodging, which Mr. Quick went to survey, 
and found, that, whenever the wind should blow 
from the east, all the .smoke of the city would be 
driven upon it. 

^ A magnificent set of rooms was then found in 
one of the streets near Westminster-bridge, which 
Miss Trifle preferred to any which she had yet seen; 
but Mr. Quick, having mused upon it for a time, 
concluded that it would be too much exposed in the 
morning to the fogs that rise from the river. 

^ Thus Mr, Quick proceeded to give us every day 
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new testimonies of his taste and circumspection : 
sometimes the street was too narrow for a double 
range of coaches ; sometimes it was an obscure place, 
not inhabited by persons of quality. Some places 
were dirty, and some crowded ; in some houses the 
furniture was ill-suited, and in others the stairs were 
too narrow. He had such fertility of objections that 
Miss Trifle was at last tired, and desisted from all 
attempts for our accommodation. 

* In the mean time I have still continued to see my 
company on a second floor, and am asked twenty 
times a day when I am to leave those odious lodg- 
ings, in which I live tumultuously without pleasure, 
and expensively without honour. My husband thinks 
so highly of Mr. Quick, that he cannot be per- 
suaded to remove without his approbation; and Mr. 
Quick thinks his reputation raised by the multipli- 
cation of difficulties. 

^ In this distress to whom can I have recourse? I 
find my temper vitiated by daily disappointment, by 
the sight of pleasure which I cannot partake, and 
the possession of riches which I cannot enjoy. Dear 
Mr. Idler, inform my husband that be is trifling 
away, in superfluous vexation, the few months which 
custom has appropriated to delight; that matrimonial 
quarrels are not easily reconciled between those that 
have no children; that wherever we settle he must 
always find some inconvenience ; hut nothing is so 
much to be avoided as a perpetual state of inquiry 
and suspense. I am, Sir, your humble servant, 

Peggy Heartless/ 
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N° 87. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 15, 1759. 


Of what we know not, we can only judge by what 
we know. Every novelty appears more wonderful 
as it is more remote from any thing with which ex- 
perience or testimony have hitherto acquainted us ; 
and if it passes farther beyond the notions that wc 
have been accustomed to form, it becomes at last 
incredible. 

We seldom consider that human knowledge is 
very narrow, that national manners are formed by 
chance, that uncommon conjunctures of causes pro- 
duce rare effects, or that what is impossible at one 
time or place may yet happen in another. It is 
always easier to deny than to inquire. To refuse 
credit confers for a moment an appearance of supe- 
riority, which every little mind is tempted to assume 
when it may be gained so cheaply as by withdraw- 
ing attention from evidence, and declining the fatigue 
of comparing probabilities. The most pertinacious 
and vehement demonstrator may be wearied in time 
by continual negation ; and incredulity, which an 
old poet, in his address to Raleigh, calls ^ the wit 
of fools,' o’btunds the argument which it cannot 
answer, as woolsacks deaden arrows though they 
cannot repel them. 

Many relations of travellers have been slighted as 
fabulous, till more frequent voyages have confirmed 
their veracity ; and it may reasonably be imagined, 
that many ancient historians are unjustly suspected of 
falsehood, because our own times afford nothing that 
resembles what they tell. 

Had only the writers of antiquity informed us that 
there was once a nation in which the wife lay down 
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upon the burning pile only to mix her ashes with 
those of her husband, we should have thought it a 
tale to be told with that of Endymion’s commerce 
with the moon. Had only a single traveller related 
that many nations of the earth were black, we 
should have thought the accounts of the negroes 
and of the phcenix equally credible. But of black 
men the numbers are too great who are now repin- 
ing under English cruelty, and the custom of volun- 
taiy cremation is not yet lost among the ladies of 
India. 

Few narratives will either to men or women ap- 
pear more incredible than the histories of the Ama- 
zons ; of female nations of whose constitution it was 
the essential and fundamental law, to exclude men 
from all participation either of public affairs or do- 
mestic business ; where female armies marched un- 
der female captains, female farmers gathered the 
harvest, female partners danced together, and female 
wits diverted one another. 

Yet several ages of antiquity have transmitted ac- 
counts of the Amazons of Caucasus; and of the Ama- 
zons of America, who have given their name to the 
greatest river in the world. Condamine lately found 
such memorials, as can be expected among erratic 
and unlettered nations, where events are recorded 
only by tradition, and new swarms settling in the 
country from time to time, confuse and efface all 
traces of former times. 

To die with husbands, or to live without them, are 
the two extremes which the prudence and modera- 
tion of European ladies have, in all ages, equally 
declined ; they have never been allured to death by 
the kindness or civility of the politest nations, nor 
has the roughness and brutality of more savage 
countries ever provoked them to doom their male 
associates to irrevocable banishment. The Bohe- 
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mian matrons are said to have made one short 
struggle for superiority, but instead of banishing the 
men, they contented themselves with condemning 
them to servile offices ; and their constitution thus 
left imperfect, was quickly overthrown. 

There is, I think, no class of English women 
from whom we are in any danger of Amazonian 
usurpation. The old maids seem nearest to inde- 
pendence, and most likely to be animated by revenge 
against masculine authority; they often speak of 
men with acrimonious vehemence, but it is seldom 
found that they have any settled hatred against 
them, and it is yet more rarely observed that they 
have any kindness for each other. They will not 
easily combme in any plot; and if they should ever 
agree to retire and fortify themselves in castles or 
in mountains, the sentinel will betray the passes in 
spite, and the garrison will capitulate upon easy 
terms, if the besiegers have handsome sword-knots, 
and are well supplied with fringe and lace. 

The gamesters, if they were united, would make a 
formidable body; and since they consider men only 
as beings that are to lose their money, they might 
live together without any wish for the officiousness 
of gallantry, or the delights of diversified conver- 
sation. But as nothing would hold them toge- 
ther but the hope of plundering one another, their 
government would fail from the defect of its princi- 
ples, the men would need only to neglect them, and 
they would perish in a few weeks by a civil war. 

I do not mean to censure the ladies of England 
as defective in knowledge or in spirit, when I sup- 
pose them unlikely to revive the military honours of 
their sax. The character of the ancient Amazons 
was rather terrible than lovely ; the hand could not 
be very delicate that was only employed in drawing 
the bow and brandishing the battle-axe; their power 
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was maintained by cruelty, their courage was de- 
formed by ferocity, and their example only shews 
that men and women live best together. 


88. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 22, 1759. 


Whek the philosophers of the last age were first 
congregated into the Royal Society, great expecta- 
tions were raised of the sudden progress of useful 
arts ; the time was supposed to be near, when en- 
gines should turn by a perpetual motion, and health 
be secured by the universal medicine ; when learn- 
ing should be facilitated by a real character, and 
commerce extended by ships which could reach their 
ports in defiance of the tempest. 

But improvement is naturally slow. The Society 
met and parted without any visible diminution of 
the miseries of life. The gout and stone were still 
painful, the ground that was not ploughed brought 
no harvest, and neither oranges nor grapes would 
grow upon the hawthorn. At last those who were 
disappointed began to be angry; those likewise who 
hated innovation were glad to gain an opportunity 
of ridiculing men who had depreciated, perhaps with 
too much arrogance, the knowledge of antiquity. 
And it appears from some of their earliest apologies, 
that the philosophers felt with great sensibility the 
unwelcome importunities of those who were daily 
asking, ^ What have ye done V 

The truth is, that little had been done compared 
with what fame had been suffered to promise ; and 
the question could only be answered by general apo- 
logies and by new hopes, which, when they were 
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frustrated, gave a new occasion to the same vexa- 
tious inquiry. 

This fatal question has disturbed the quiet of 
many other minds. He that in the latter part of his 
life too strictly inquires what he has done, can very 
seldom receive from his own heart such an account 
as will give him satisfaction. 

We do not indeed so often disappoint others as 
ourselves. We not only think more highly than 
others of our own abilities, but allow ourselves to 
form hopes which we never communicate, and please 
our thoughts with employments which none ever 
will allot us, and with elevations to which we are 
never expected to rise; and when our days and years 
have passed away in common business or common 
amusements, and we find at last that we have suffered 
our purposes to sleep till the time of action is past, 
we are reproached only by our own reflections ; nei- 
ther our friends nor our enemies wonder that we live 
and die like the rest of mankind ; that we live with- 
out notice, and die without memorial ; they know 
not what task we had proposed, and therefore can- 
not discern whether it is finished. 

He that compares what he has done with what he 
has left undone, will feel the effect which must al- 
ways follow the comparison of imagination with 
reality ; he will look with contempt on his own un- 
importance, and wonder to what purpose he came 
into the world ; he will repine that he shall leave 
behind him no evidence of his having been, that he 
has added nothing to the system of life, but has 
glided from youth to age among the crowd, without 
any effort for distinction. 

Man is seldom willing to let fall the opinion of 
his own dignity, or to believe that he does little only 
because every individual is a very little being. He 
is better content to want diligence than power, and 

XXXIII. 2 c 
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sooner confesses the depravity of his will than the 
imbecility of his nature. 

From this mistaken notion of human greatness it 
proceeds, that many who pretend to have made 
great advances in wisdom so loudly declare that they 
despise themselves. If I had ever found any of the 
self-contemners much irritated or pained by the con- 
sciousness of their meanness, I should have given 
them consolation by observing, that a little more 
than nothing is as much as can be expected from a 
being, who with respect to the multitudes about him 
is himself little more than nothing. Every man is 
obliged by the Supreme Master of the universe to 
improve all the opportunities of good which are 
afforded him, and to keep in continual activity such 
abilities as are bestowed upon him. But he has no 
reason to repine, though his abilities are small and 
his opportunities few. He that has improved the 
virtue, or advanced the happiness of one fellow-crea- 
ture, he that has ascertained a single moral proposi- 
tion, or added one useful experiment to natural 
knowledge, maybe contented with his own perform- 
ance, and, with respect to mortals like himself, may 
demand, like Augustus, to be dismissed at his depar- 
ture with applause. 


89. SATURDAY, DECEMBER 29, 1759. 


’A.n')(pv Kcd tt.m’XQv, — Epict. 

Hqw evil came into the world — for wdiat reason it 
is that life is overspread with such boundless varie- 
ties of misery — why the only thinking being of this 
globe is doomed to think, merely to be wretched, 



IDLER. 


K" 89. 


291 


and to pas^ his time from youth to age in fearing or 
in suffering calamities, is a question which philoso- 
phers have long asked, and which philosophy could 
never answer. 

Eeligion informs us that misery and sin were 
produced together. The depravation of human will 
was followed by a disorder of the harmony of na- 
ture ; and by that Providence which often places 
antidotes in the neighbourhood of poisons, vice was 
checked by misery, lest it should swell to universal 
and unlimited dominion. 

A state of innocence and happiness is so remote 
from all that we have ever seen, that though we can 
easily conceive it possible, and may therefore hope 
to attain it, yet our speculations upon it must be 
general and confused. We can discover that where 
there is universal innocence, there will probably be 
universal happiness; for why should afflictions be 
permitted to infest beings who are not in danger of 
corruption from blessings, and where there is no use 
of terror nor cause of punishment ? But in a world 
like ours, where our senses assault us, and our hearts 
betray us, we should pass on from crime to crime, 
heedless and remorseless, if misery did not stand in 
our way, and our own pains admonish us of our folly. 

Almost all the moral good which is left among us, 
is the apparent effect of physical evil. 

Goodness is divided by divines into soberness, 
righteousness, and godliness. Let it be examined 
how each of these duties would be practised if there 
were no physical evil to enforce it. 

Sobriety, or temperance, is nothing but the for- 
bearance of pleasure ; and if pleasure was not fol- 
lowed by pain, who would forbear it? We see every 
hour those in whom the desire of present indulgence 
overpowers all sense of past and all foresight of fu- 
ture misery. In a remission of the gout, the drunkard 
2c2 
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returns to his wine, and the glutton to his feast; and 
if neither disease nor poverty were felt or dreaded, 
every one would sink down in idle sensuality, with- 
out any care of others, or of himself. To eat and 
drink, and lie down to sleep, would be the whole 
business of mankind. 

Eighteousness, or the system of social duty, may 
be subdivided into justice and charity. Of justice 
one of the heathen sages has shewn, with great 
acuteness, that it was impressed upon mankind only 
by the inconveniences which injustice had produced, 
‘ In the first ages,' says he, ‘ men acted without 
any rule but the impulse of desire ; they practised 
injustice upon others, and suffered it from others in 
their turn ; but in time it was discovered, that the 
pain of suffering wrong was greater than the plea- 
sure of doing it ; and mankind, by a general com- 
pact, submitted to the restraint of laws, and resigned 
the pleasure to escape the pain.' 

Of charity it is superfluous to observe, that it 
could have no place if there were no want ; for of a 
virtue which could not be practised, the omission 
could not be culpable. Evil is not only the occa- 
sional but the efficient cause of charity ; we are in- 
cited to the relief of misery by the consciousness that 
we have the same nature with the sufferer, that we 
are in danger of the same distresses, and may some- 
times implore the same assistance. 

Godliness, or piety, is elevation of the mind to- 
wards the Supreme Being, and extension of the 
thoughts to another life. The other life is future, 
and the Supreme Being is invisible. None would 
have recourse to an invisible power, but that all 
other subjects had eluded their hopes. None would 
fix their attention upon the future, but that they 
are discontented with the present. If the senses 
were feasted with perpetual pleasure, they would 
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always keep the mind in subjection. Reason has no 
authority over us, but by its power to warn us 
against evil. 

In childhood, while our minds are yet unoccupied, 
religion is impressed upon them, and the first years 
of almost all who have been well educated are 
passed in a regular discharge of the duties of piety. 
But as we advance forward into the crowds of life, 
innumerable delights solicit our inclinations, and 
innumerable cares distract our attention ; the time 
of youth is passed in noisy frolics ; manhood is led 
on from hope to hope, and from project to project ; 
the dissoluteness of pleasure, the inebriation of suc- 
cess, the ardour of expectation, and the vehemence 
of competition, chain down the mind alike to the 
present scene; nor is it remembered how soon this 
mist of trifles must be scattered, and the bubbles 
that float upon the rivulet of life be lost for ever in 
the gulf of eternity. To this consideration scarcely 
any man is awakened but by some pressing and 
resistless evil. The death of those from %vhom he 
derived his pleasures, or to whom he destined his 
possessions, some disease which shews him the va- 
nity of all external acquisitions, or the gloom of age 
which intercepts his prospects of long enjoyment, 
forces him to fix his hopes upon another state, and 
when he has contended with the tempests of life till 
his strength fails him, he flies at last to the shelter 
of religion. 

That misery does not make all virtuous, experience 
too clearly informs us; but it is no less certain 
that, of what virtue there is, misery produces far 
the greater part. Physical evil may be, therefore, 
endured with patience, since it is the cause of 
moral good ; and patience itself is one virtue by 
which we are prepared for that state in which evil 
shall be no more. 


2 c 3 
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90. SATURDAY, JANUARY 5, 1760. 


It is a complaint whicli has been made from time to 
time, and which seems to have lately become more 
frequent, that English oratory, however forcible in 
argument, or elegant in expression, is deficient and 
inefficacious, because our speakers want the grace 
and energy of action. 

Among the numerous projectors who are desirous 
to refine our manners, and improve our faculties, 
some are willing to supply the deficiency of our 
speakers. We have had more than one exhortation 
.to study the neglected art of moving the passions, 
and have been encouraged to believe that our 
tongues, however feeble in themselves, may, by the 
help of our hands and legs, obtain an uncontrollable 
dominion over the most stubborn audience, animate 
the insensible, engage the careless, force tears from 
the obdurate, and money from the avaricious. 

If by sleight of hand, or nimbleness of foot, all 
these wonders can be performed, he that shall neg- 
lect to attain the free hse of his limbs maybe justly 
censured as criminally lazy. But I am afraid that 
no specimen of such effects will easily be shewn. If 
I could once find a speaker in 'Change-alley raising 
the price of stocks by the power of persuasive ges- 
tures, I should very zealously recommend the study 
of his art; but having never seen any action by 
which language was much assisted, I have been hi- 
therto inclined to doubt whether my countrymen are 
not blamed too hastily for their calm and motionless 
utterance. 

Foreigners of many nations accompany their speech 
with action : but why should their example have 
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more influence upon us than ours upon them? Cus- 
toms are not to he changed but for better. Let 
those who desire to reform us shew the benefits of 
the change proposed. When the Frenchman waves 
his hands, and writhes his body, in recounting the 
revolutions of a game at cards, or the Neapolitan, 
who tells the hour of the day, shews upon his fingers 
the number which he mentions, I do not perceive 
that their manual exercise is of much use, or that 
they leave any image more deeply impressed by 
their bustle and vehemence of communication. 

Upon the English stage there is no want of action 
but the difficulty of making it at once various and 
proper, and its perpetual tendency to become ridi- 
culous, notwithstanding all the advantages which 
art and show, and custom and prejudice, can give it, 
may prove how little it can be admitted into any 
other place, where it can have no recommendation 
but from truth and nature. 

The use of English oratory is only at the bar, in 
the parliament, and in the church. Neither the 
judges of our laws, nor the representatives of our 
people, would be much affected by laboured gesticu- 
lation, or believe any man the more because be rolled 
his eyes, or puffed his cheeks, or spread abroad his 
arms, or stamped the ground, or thumped his breast, 
or turned his eyes sometimes to the ceiling, and 
sometimes to the floor. Upon men intent only 
upon truth, the arm of an orator has little power ; 
a credible testimony, or a cogent argument, will 
overcome all the art of modulation, and all the vio- 
lence of contortion. 

It is well known that, in the ciiy, which may be 
called the parent of oratory, all the arts of mecha- 
nical persuasion were banished from the court of 
supreme judicature. The judges of the Areopagus 
considered action and vociferation as a foolish ap- 
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peal to the external senses, and unworthy to be prac- 
tised before those who had no desire of idle amuse- 
ment, and whose only pleasure was to discover right. 

Whether action may not be yet of use in churches, 
where the preacher addresses a mingled audience, 
may deserve inquiry. It is certain that the senses 
are more powerful as the reason is weaker ; and 
that he whose ears convey little to his mind, may 
sometimes listen with his eyes till truth may gra- 
dually take possession of his heart. If there be any use 
of gesticulation, it must be applied to the ignorant and 
rude, who will be more affected by vehemence than 
delighted by propriety. In the pulpit, little action 
can be proper, for action can illustrate nothing but 
that to which it may be referred by nature or by 
custom. He that imitates by his hand a motion which 
he describes, explains it by natural similitude ; he 
that lays his hand on his breast when he expresses 
pity, enforces his words by a customary allusion. 
But theology has few topics to which action can be 
appropriated ; that action which is vague and inde- 
terminate will at last settle into habit, and habitual 
peculiarities arc quickly ridiculous. 

It is, perhaps, the character of the English, to de- 
spise trifles ; and that art may surely be accounted 
a trifle which is at once useless and ostentatious, 
which can seldom be practised with propriety, and 
which, as the mind is more cultivated, is less power- 
ful. Yet as all innocent means are to be used for 
the propagation of truth, I would not deter those 
who are employed in preaching to common congre- 
gations from any practice which they may find per- 
suasive ; for, compared with the conversion of sin. 
ners, propriety and elegance are less tlian nothing. 
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N“ 91. SATURDAY, JANUARY 12, 1760. 


It is common to overlook what is near, by keeping 
the eye fixed upon something remote. In the same 
manner present opportunities are neglected, and at- 
tainable good IS slighted, by minds busied in exten- 
sive ranges, and intent upon future advantages. Life, 
however short, is made still shorter by waste of time, 
and its progiess towards happiness, though naturally 
slow, is yet retarded by unnecessary labour. 

The difficulty of obtaining knowledge is univer- 
sally confessed. To fix deeply in the mind the prin- 
ciples of science, to settle their limitations, and de- 
duce the long succession of their consequences ; 
to comprehend the whole compass of complicated 
systems, with all the arguments, objections, and so- 
lutions, and to reposite in the intellectual treasury 
the numberless facts, experiments, apophthegms, and 
positions, which must stand single in the memory, 
and of which none has any perceptible connexion 
with the rest, is a task which though undertaken 
with ardour, and pursued with diligence, must at last 
be left unfinished by the frailty of our nature. 

To make the way to learning either less short or 
less smooth, is certainly absurd ; yet this is the ap- 
parent effect of the prejudice which seems to pre- 
vail among us in favour of foreign authors, and of 
the contempt of our native literature, which this ex- 
cursive curiosity must naturally produce- Every 
man is more speedily instructed by his own language 
than by any other ; before we search the rest of the 
world for teachers, let us try whether we may not 
spare our trouble by finding them at home. 

The riches of tire English language are much 
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greater than they are commonly supposed. Many use- 
ful and valuable books lie buried in shops and libra- 
ries, unknown and unexamined, unless some lucky 
compiler opens them by chance, and finds an easy 
spoil of wit and learning. I am far from intending 
to insinuate that other languages are not necessary 
to him who aspires to eminence, and whose whole 
life is devoted to study ; but to him who reads only 
for amusement, or whose purpose is not to deck him- 
self with the honours of literature, but to be quali- 
fied for domestic usefulness, and sit down content 
with subordinate reputation, we have authors suffi- 
cient to fill up all the vacancies of his time, and 
gratify most of bis wishes for information. 

Of our poets, I need say little, because they are 
perhaps, the only authors to whom their country has 
done justice. We consider the whole succession from 
Spenser to Pope, as superior to any names which the 
continent can boast; and therefore the poets of 
other nations, however familiarly they may be some- 
times mentioned, are very little read, except by those 
who design to borrow their beauties. 

There is, I think, not one of the liberal arts which 
may not be competently learned in the English lan- 
guage. He that searches after mathematical know- 
ledge may busy himself among his own countrymen, 
and will find one or other able to instruct him in 
every part of those abstruse sciences. He that is de- 
lighted with experiments, and wishes to know the 
nature of bodies from certain and visible effects, is 
happily placed where the mechanical philosophy was 
first established by a public institution, and from 
which it was spread to all other countries. 

The more airy and elegant studies of philology and 
criticism have little need of any foreign help. Though 
our language, not being very analogical, gives few 
opportunities for grammatical researches, yet we have 
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not wanted authors who have considered the princi- 
ples of speech ; and with critical writings we abound 
sufficiently to enable pedantry to impose rules which 
can seldom be observed, and vanity to talk of books 
which are seldom read. 

Bat our own language has, from the Reformation 
to the present time, been chiefly dignified and adorn- 
ed by the works of our divines, who, considered as 
commentators, controvertists, or preachers, have un- 
doubtedly left all other nations far behind them. No 
vulgar language can boast such treasures of theolo- 
gical knowledge, or such multitudes of authors at 
once learned, elegant, and pious. Other countries, 
and other communions, have authors perhaps equal 
in abilities and diligence to ours ; but if we unite 
number with excellence, there is certainly no nation 
which must not allow us to be superior. Of morality 
little is necessary to be said, because it is compre- 
hended in practical divinity, and is, perhaps, better 
taught in English sermons than in any other books 
ancient and modern. Nor shall I dwell on our excel- 
lence in metaphysical speculations, because he that 
reads the works of our divines will easily discover 
how far human sub til ty has been able to penetrate. 

Political knowledge is forced upon us by the form 
of our constitution ; and all the mysteries of govern- 
ment are discovered in the attack or defence of every 
minister. The original law of society, the rights of 
subjects, and the prerogatives of kings, have been con- 
sidered with the utmost nicety, sometimes profoundly 
investigated, and sometimes familiarly explained. 

Thus copiously instructive is the English language; 
and thus needless is all recourse to foreign writers. 
Let us not, therefore, make our neighbours proud by 
soliciting help w^hich we do not want, nor discourage 
our own industry by difficulties which we need not 
suffer. 
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Whatever is useful or honourable will be desired 
by many who never can obtain it ; and that which 
cannot be obtained when it is desired, artifice or folly 
will be diligent to counterfeit. Those to whom for- 
tune has denied gold and diamonds, decorate them- 
selves with stones and metals, which have something 
of the show, but little of the value ; and every moral 
excellence, or intellectual faculty, has some vice or 
folly which imitates its appearance. 

Every man wishes to be wise, and they who can- 
not be wise are almost always cunning. The less is 
the real discernment of those whom business or con- 
versation brings together, the more illusions are prac- 
tised, nor is caution ever so necessary as with asso- 
ciates or opponents of feeble minds. 

Cunning differs from wisdom as twilight from open 
day. He that walks in the sunshine goes boldly for- 
ward by the nearest way ; he sees that where the 
path IS straight and even he may proceed in security, 
and where it is rough and crooked he easily complies 
with the turns, and avoids the obstructions. But the 
traveller in the dusk fears more as he sees less ; he 
knows there may be danger, and therefore suspects 
that he is never safe, tries every step before he fixes 
his foot, and shrinks at every noise, lest violence 
should approach him. Wisdom compiehends at once 
the end and the means, estimates easiness or difficul- 
ty, and is cautious or confident in due proportion. 
Cunning discovers little at a time, and has no other 
means of certainty than multiplication of stratagems 
and superfluity of suspicion. The man of cunning 
always considers that he can never be too safe, and 
therefore always keeps himself enveloped in a mist, 



IDLER. 


I!?*' 92. 


301 


impenetrable, as he hopes, to the eye of rivalry or 
curiosity. 

Upon this principle Tom Double has formed a ha- 
bit of eluding; the most harmless question. What he 
has no inclination to answer, he pretends sometimes 
not to hear, and endeavours to divert the inquirer s 
attention by some other subject ; but if he be press- 
ed hard by repeated interrogation, he always evades 
a direct reply. Ask him whom he likes best on the 
stage ; he is ready to tell that there are several ex- 
cellent performers. Inquire when he was last at the 
coffee-house ; he replies, that the weather has been 
bad lately. Desire him to tell the age of any of his 
acquaintance ; he immediately mentions another who 
is older or younger. 

Will Puzzle values himself upon a long reach. He 
foresees every thing before it will happen, though he 
never relates his prognostications till the event is 
past. Nothing has come to pass for these twenty 
years of which Mr. Puzzle had not given broad hints, 
and told at least that it was not proper to tell. Of 
those predictions, which every conclusion will equally 
verify, he always claims the credit, and wonders that 
his friends did not understand them. He supposes 
very truly, that much may be known which he knows 
not, and therefore pretends to know much of which 
he and all mankind are equally ignorant. I desired 
his opinion, yesterday, of the German war, and waS' 
told, that if the Prussians were well supported, some- 
thing great may be expected; but that they have 
very powerful enemies to encounter ; that the Aus- 
trian general has long experience, and the Russians 
are hardy and resolute ; but that no human power is 
invincible. I then drew the conversation to our own 
affairs, and invited him to balance the probabilities 
of war and peace. He told me that war requires cou- 
rage, and negotiation judgment, and that the time 
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will come when it will be seen whether our skill in 
treaty is equal to our bravery in battle. To this ge- 
neral prattle he will appeal hereafter^ and will de- 
mand to have his foresight applauded, whoever shall 
at last be conquered or victorious. 

With INed Smuggle all is a secret. He believes 
himself watchedby observation and malignity on every 
side, and rejoices in the dexterity by which he has 
escaped snares that never were laid. Ned holds that 
a man is never deceived if he never trusts, and there- 
fore will not tell the name of his tailor or his hatter. 
He rides out every morning for the air, and pleases 
himself with thinking that nobody knows where he 
has been. When he dines with a friend, he never 
goes to his house the nearest way, but walks up a 
by -street to perplex the scent. When he has a coach 
called, he never tells him at the door the true place 
to which he is going, but stops him in the way, that 
he may give him directions where nobody can hear 
him. The price of what he buys or sells is always 
concealed. He often takes lodgings in the country 
by a wrong name, and thinks that the world is won- 
dering where he can be hid. All these transactions 
he registers in a book, which, he says, will some time 
or other amaze posterity. 

It is remarked by Bacon, that many men try to 
procure reputation only by objections, of which, if 
they are once admitted, the nullity never appears, be- 
cause the design is laid aside. ^ This false feint of 
wisdom,' says he, ‘ is the ruin of business.' The whole 
power of cunning is privative ; to say nothing, and 
to do nothing, is the utmost of its reach. Yet men 
thus narrow by nature, and mean by art, are some- 
times able to rise by the miscarriages of bravery and 
the openness of integrity ; and by watching failures, 
and snatching opportunities, obtain advantages which 
belong properly to higher characters. 
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Sam Softly was bred a sugar-baker ; but succeed- 
ing to a considerable estate on the death of his elder 
brother, he retired early from business, married a 
fortune, and settled in a country-house near Kentish- 
town. Sam, who formerly was a sportsman, and in 
his apprenticeship used to frequent Barnet races, 
keeps a high chaise, with a brace of seasoned geldings. 
During the summer months the principal passion and 
employment of Sam^s life is to visit, in this vehicle, 
the most eminent seats of the nobility and gentry in 
different parts of the kingdom, with his wife and some 
select friends. By these periodical excursions Sam 
gratifies many important purposes. He assists the 
several pregnancies of his wife ; he shews his chaise 
to the best advantage ; he indulges his insatiable 
curiosity for finery, which, since he has turned gen- 
tleman, has grown upon him to an extraordinary de- 
gree ; he discovers taste and spirit ; and, what is 
above all, he finds frequent opportunities of display- 
ing to the party, at every house he sees, his knowledge 
of family connexions. At first Sam was contented 
with driving a friend between London and his villa. 
Here he prided himself in pointing out the boxes of 
the citizens on each side of the road, with an accu- 
rate detail of their respective failures or successes in 
trade ; and harangued on the several equipages that 
were accidently passing. Here, too, the seats inter- 
spersed on the surrounding hills, afforded ample mat- 
ter for Sam’s curious discoveries. For one, he told 
hi$ companion, a rich Jew had offered money ; and 
that a retired widow was courted at another, by an 
eminent dry-salter. At the same time he discussed 
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the utility, and enumerated the expenses, of the Is- 
lington turnpike. But Sam's ambition is at present 
raised to nobler undertakings. 

When the happy hour of the annual expedition 
arrives, the seat of the chaise is furnished with 
Ogilvy's Book of Roads, and a choice quantity of 
cold tongues. The most alarming disaster which 
can happen to our hero, who thinks he throws a whip 
admirably well, is to be overtaken in a road which 
affords no quarter for wheels. Indeed, few men pos- 
sess more skill or discernment for concerting and 
conducting a party of pleasure. When a seat is to 
be surveyed, he has a peculiar talent in selecting 
some shady bench in the park, where the company 
may most commodiously refresh themselves with 
cold tongue, chicken, and French rolls ; and is very 
sagacious in discovering what cool temple in the 
garden will be best adapted for drinking tea, brought 
for this purpose, in the afternoon, and from which 
the chaise may be resumed with the greatest con- 
venience. In viewing the house itself, he is princi- 
pally attracted by the chairs and beds, concerning 
the cost of which his minute inquiries generally gain 
the clearest information. An agate table easily di- 
verts his eyes from the most capital strokes of Ru- 
bens, and a Turkey carpet has more charms than a 
Titian. Sam, however, dwells with some attention 
on the family portraits, particularly the most modern 
ones ; and as this is a topic on which the house- 
keeper usually harangues m a more copious manner, 
he takes this opportunity of improving his know- 
ledge of intermarriages. Yet, notwithstanding this 
appearance of satisfaction, Sam has some objection 
to all he sees. One house has too much gilding ; 
at another, the chimney-pieces are all monuments ; 
at a third, he conjectures that the beautiful canal 
must certainly be dried up in a hot summer. He 
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despises the statues at Wilton, because lie thinks 
he can see much better carving at Westminster- 
abbey. But there is one general objection ^vhich 
he is sure to make at almost every house, particu- 
larly at those which are most distinguished. He 
allows that all the apartments are extremely fine, 
but adds, with a sneer, that they are too fine to be 
inhabited. 

Misapplied genius most commonly proves ridicu- 
lous, Had Sam, as Nature intended, contentedly 
continued in the calmer and less conspicuous pur- 
suits of sugar-baking, be might have been a respect- 
able and useful character. At present he dissipates 
his life in a specious idleness, which neither improves 
himself nor his friends. Those talerxts which might 
have benefited society, he exposes to contempt by 
false pretensions. He affects pleasures which he 
cannot enjoy, and is acquainted only with those sub- 
jects on which he has no right to talk, and which it 
is no merit to understand. 


94. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 2, 1760. 


It is common to find young men ardent and diligent 
in the pursuit of knowledge ; hut the progress of 
life very often produces laxity and indifference ; and 
not only those who are at liberty to choose their 
business and amusements, but those likewise whose 
professions engage them in literary inquiries, pnss the 
latter part of their time without improvement, and 
spend the day rather in any other entertainment 
than that which they might find among their books. 

This abatement of the vigour of curiosity is some- 
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times imputed to the insufficiency of learning. Men 
are supposed to remit their labours, because they 
find their labours to have been vain ; and to search 
no longer after truth and wisdom, because they at 
last despair of finding them. 

But this reason is for the most part very falsely 
assigned. Of learning, as of virtue, it may be af- 
firmed, that it is at once honoured and neglected. 
Whoever forsakes it will for ever look after it with 
longing, lament the loss which he does not endea- 
vour to repair, and desire the good which he wants 
resolution to seize and keep. The*" Idler never ap- 
plauds his own idleness, nor does any man repent 
of the diligence of his youth. 

So many hindrances may obstruct the acquisition 
of knowle%e, that there is little reason for wonder- 
ing that it is in a few hands- To the greater part 
of mankind the duties of life are inconsistent with 
much study ; and the hours which they would spend 
upon letters must be stolen from their occupations 
and their families. Many suffer themselves to be 
lured by more sprightly and luxurious pleasures 
from the shades of contemplation, where they find 
seldom more than a calm delight, such as though 
greater than all others, its certainty audits duration 
being reckoned with its power of gratification, is yet 
easily quitted for some extemporary joy, which the 
present moment offers, and another, perhaps, will 
put out of reach. 

It is the great excellence of learning, that it bor- 
rows very little from time or place ; it is not confined 
to season or to climate, to cities or to the country, 
but may be cultivated and enjoyed where no other 
pleasure can be obtained. But this quality, which 
constitutes much of its value, is one occasion of 
neglect; what may be done at all times with equal 
propriety, is deferred from day to day, till the mind 
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is gradually reconciled to the omission, and the at- 
tention is turned to other objects. Thus habitual 
idleness gains too much power to be conquered, and 
the soul shrinks from the idea of intellectual labour 
and intenseness of meditation. 

That those who profess to advance learning some- 
times obstruct it, cannot be denied ; the continual 
multiplication of books not only distracts choice, 
but disappoints inquiry. To him that has mode- 
rately stored his mind with images, few writers 
afford any novelty ; or what little they have to add 
to the common stock of learning, is so buried in the 
mass of general notions, that like silver mingled with 
the ore of lead, it is too little to pay for the labour 
of separation ; and he that has often been deceived 
by the promise of a title, at last grows weary of 
examining, and is tempted to consider all as equally 
fallacious. 

There are, indeed, some repetitions always lawful, 
because they never deceive. He that writes the 
history of past times, undertakes only to decorate 
known facts by new beauties of method or style, or 
at most to illustrate them by his own reflections. 
The author of a system, whether moral ox physical, 
is obliged to nothing beyond care of selection and 
regularity of disposition. But there are others who 
claim the name of authors merely to disgrace it, and 
fill the world with volumes only to bury letters in 
their own rubbish. The traveller who tells, in a 
pompous folio, that he saw the Pantheon at Rome, 
and the Medicean Venus at Florence ; the natural 
historian, who, describing the productions of a nar- 
row island, recounts all that it has in common with 
every other part of the world ; the collector of anti- 
quities, that accounts every thing a curiosity which 
the ruins of Herculaneum happen to emit, though an 
instrument already shewn in a thousand repositories. 
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or a cup common to the ancients, the moderns, and 
all mankind, may be justly censured as the perse- 
cutors of students, and the thieves of that time which 
never can be restored. 


95. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 9, 1760. 


‘ To THE Idler. 

* MR. IDLER, 

* It is, I think, universally agreed, that seldom any 
good is gotten by complaint ; yet we find that few 
forbear to complain but those who are afraid of 
being reproached as the authors of their own miseries. 
I hope, therefore, for the common permission to lay 
my case before you and your readers, by which I 
shall disburden my heart, though I cannot hope to 
receive either assistance or consolation. 

M am a trader, and owe my fortune to frugality 
and industry. I began with little; but by the easy 
and obvious method of spending less than I gain, I 
have every year added something to my stock, and 
expect to have a seat in the common-council at the 
next election. 

^ My wife, who was as prudent as myself, died six 
years ago, and left me one son and one daughter, 
for whose sake I resolved never to marry again, and 
rejected the overtures of Mrs. Squeeze, the broker's 
widow, who had ten thousand pounds at her own 
disposal. 

‘ I bred my son at a school near Islington ; and 
when he had learned arithmetic, and wrote a good 
hand, I took him into the shop, designing, in about 
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ten years, to retire to Stratford or Hackney, and 
leave him established in the business, 

^ For four years he was diligent and sedate, entered 
the shop before it was opened, and when it was shut 
always examined the pins of the window. In any 
intermission of business it was his constant practice 
to peruse the ledger. I had always great hopes of 
him, when I observed how sorrowfully he would 
shake his head over a bad debt, and how eagerly he 
would listen to me when I told him that he might at 
one time or other become an alderman. 

^ We lived together with mutual confidence, till 
unluckily a visit was paid him by two of his school- 
fellows who were placed, I suppose, in the army, 
because they were fit for nothing better : they came 
glittering in their military dress, accosted their old 
acquaintance, and invited him to a tavern, where, 
as I have been since informed, they ridiculed the 
meanness of commerce, and wondered how a youth 
of spirit could spend the prime of his life behind a 
counter, 

‘ I did not suspect any mischief. I knew my son 
was never without money in his pocket, and was 
better able to pay his reckoning than his compa- 
nions ; and expected to see him return triumphing 
in his own advantages, and congratulating himself 
that he was not one of those who expose their heads 
to a musket-bullet for three shillings a day. 

^ He returned sullen and thoughtful ; I supposed 
him sorry for the hard fortune of his friends ; and 
tried to comfort him by saying that the war would 
soon be at an end, and that, if they had any honest 
occupation, half-pay would be a pretty help. He 
looked at me with indignation ; and snatching up 
his candle, told me, as he went up stairs, that he 
hoped to see a battle yet.’’ 

‘ Why he should hope to see a battle I could not 
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conceive, but let him go quietly to sleep away his 
folly. Next day he made two mistakes in the first 
bill, disobliged a customer by surly answers, and 
dated all his entries in the journal in a wrong 
month. At night he met his military companions 
again, came home late, and quarrelled with the 
maid. 

^ From this fatal interview he has gradually lost 
all his laudable passions and desires. He soon grew 
useless in the shop, where, indeed, I did not wil- 
lingly trust him any longer ; for he often mistook 
the price of goods to his own loss, and once gave a 
promissory note instead of a receipt. 

^ I did not know to what degree he was corrupt- 
ed, till an honest tailor gave me notice that he had 
bespoke a laced suit, which was to be left for him at 
a house kept by the sister of one of my journeymen. 
I went to this clandestine lodging, and found, to my 
amazement, all the ornaments of a fine gentleman, 
which he has taken upon credit, or purchased with 
money subducted from the shop. 

^ This detection has made him desperate. He now 
openly declares his resolution to be a gentleman ; 
says that his soul is too great for a counting-house ; 
ridicules the conversation of city taverns ; talks of 
new plays, and boxes, and ladies ; gives duchesses 
for his toasts ; carries silver, for readiness, in his 
waistcoat pocket; and comes home at night in a 
chair, with such thunders at the door as have more 
than once brought the watchmen from their stands. 

^ Little expenses will not hurt us ; and I could 
forgive a few juvenile frolics, if he would be careful 
of the main ; but his favourite topic is contempt of 
money, which, he says, is of no use but to be spent. 
Kiches, without honour, beholds empty things; and 
once told me to ray face, that wealthy plodders were 
only purveyors to a man of spirit. 
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^ He is always impatient in the company of his 
old friends, and seldom speaks till he is warmed with 
wine ; he then entertains us with accounts that we 
do not desire to hear, of intrigues among lords and 
ladies, and quarrels between officers of the guards ; 
shews a miniature on his snuff-box, and wonders 
that any man can look upon the new dancer without 
rapture. 

^ All this is very provoking; and yet all this might 
be borne, if the boy could support his pretensions. 
But, whatever he may think, he is yet far from the 
accomplishments which he has endeavoured to pur- 
chase at so dear a rate. I have watched him in pub- 
lic places. He sneaks in like a man that knows he 
is where he should not be ; he is proud to catch the 
slightest salutation, and often claims it when it is 
not intended. Other men receive dignity from dress, 
but my booby looks always more meanly for his 
fmery. Dear Mr. Idler, tell him what must at last 
become of a fop, whom pride will not suffer to be a 
trader, and whom long habits in a shop forbid to be 
a gentleman. I am, Sir, &c. 

Tim Wainscot.’^ 


96. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 16, 1760, 


Hacho, a king of Lapland, was in his youth the 
most renowned of the northern warriors. His mar- 
tial achievements remain engraved on a pillar of flint 
in the rocks of Hanga, and arc to this day solemnly 
carolled to the harp by the Laplanders, at the fires 
with which they celebrate their nightly festivities. 
Such was his intrepid spirit, that he ventured to 
pass the lake Vether to the isle of Wizards, where 
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he descended alone into the dreary vault in which 
a magician had been kept bound for six ages, and 
read the Gothic characters inscribed on his brazen 
mace. His eye was so piercing, that, as ancient 
chronicles report, he could blunt the weapons of 
his enemies only by looking at them. At twelve 
years of age he carried an iron vessel of a prodi- 
gious weight, for the length of five furlongs, in the 
presence of all the chiefs of his father s castle. 

Nor was he less celebrated for his prudence and 
wisdom. Two of his proverbs are yet remembered 
and rapeated among Laplanders. To express the 
vigilance of the Supreme Being, he was wont to 
say, ^ Odin’s belt is always buckled.'’ To shew that 
the most prosperous condition of life is often 
hazardous, his lesson was, ^ When you slide on the 
smoothest ice, beware of pits beneath.’ He consoled 
bis countrymen, when they were once preparing 
to leave the frozen deserts of Lapland, and re- 
solved to seek some warmer climate, by telling 
them that the eastern nations, notwithstanding 
their boasted fertility, passed every night amidst 
the horrors of anxious apprehension, and were in- 
expressibly affrighted, and almost stunned, every 
morning, with the noise of the sun while he was 
rising. 

His temperance and severity of manners were his 
chief praise. In his early years he never tasted 
wine I nor would he drink out of a painted cup. 
He constantly slept in his armour, with his spear 
in his hand i nor would he use a battle-axe whose 
handle was inlaid with brass. He did not, however, 
persevere in this contempt of luxury ; nor did he 
close his days with honour.^ 

One evening, after hunting the Gulos, or wild 
dog, being bewildered in a solitary forest, and hav- 
ing passed the fatigues of the day without any in- 
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terval of refresliment, he discovered a large store 
of honey in the hollow of a pine. This was a 
dainty which he had never tasted before ; and being 
at once faint and hungry, he fed greedily upon it. 
From this unusual and delicious repast he received 
so much satisfaction, that at his return home, he 
commanded honey to be served up at his table 
every day. His palate, by degrees, became re- 
fined and vitiated ; he began to lose his native relish 
for simple fare, and contracted a habit of indulging 
himself in delicacies ; he ordered the delightful 
gardens of his castle to be thrown open, in which 
the most luscious fruits had been suffered to ripen 
and decay, unobserved and untouched, for many 
revolving autumns, and gratified his appetite with 
luxurious desserts. At length he found it expedient . 
to introduce wine, as an agreeable improvement ; 
or a necessary ingredient to his new way of living ; 
and having once tasted it, he was tempted, by little 
and little, to give a loose to the excesses of intoxi- 
cation. His general simplicity of life was changed; 
he perfumed his apartments by burning the wood 
of the most aromatic fir, and commanded his helmet 
to be ornamented with beautiful rows of the teeth of 
the rein-deer. Indolence and effeminacy stole upon 
him by pleasing and imperceptible gradations, re- 
laxed the sinews of his resolution, and extinguished, 
his thirst of military glory. 

While Hacho was thus immersed in pleasure and 
in repose, it was reported to him, one morning, 
that the preceding night, a disastrous omen had 
been discovered, and that bats and hideous birds 
had drank up the oil which nourished the perpetual 
lamp in the temple of Odin. About the same time, 
a messenger arrived to tell him, that the King of 
Noiway had invaded his kingdom with a formidable 
army. Hacho, terrified as he was with the omen of 
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the night, and enervated with indulgence, roused 
himself from his voluptuous lethargy, and recol- 
lecting some faint and few sparks of veteran 
valour, marched forward to meet him. Both 
armies joined battle in the forest where Flacho had 
been lost after hunting ; and it so happened, that 
the King of Norway challenged him to single combat, 
near the place where he had tasted the honey. The 
Lapland chief, languid and long disused to arms, was 
soon overpowered; he fell to the ground; and before 
his insulting adversary struck his head from his body, 
uttered this exclamation, which the Laplanders still 
use as an early lesson to their children : ‘ The vicious 
man should date his destruction from the first 
temptation. How justly do 1 fall a sacrifice to sloth 
and luxury, in the place where I first yielded to 
those allurements which seduced me to deviate from 
temperance and innocence ! The honey which I tasted 
in tWs forest, and not the hand of the King of Nor- 
way, conquers Hacho.’ 


N« 97. SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 23, 1760. 


It may, I think, be justly observed, that few books 
disappoint their readers more than the narrations of 
travellers. One part of mankind is naturally curious 
to learn the sentiments, manners, and condition of 
the rest ; and every mind that has leisure or power 
to extend its views, must be desirous of knowing 
in what proportion Providence has distributed the 
blessings of nature, or the advantages of art, among 
the several nations of the earth. 
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This general desire easily procures readers to 
every book from which it can expect gratification. 
The adventurer upon unknown coasts, and the de- 
scribe!’ of distant regions, is always welcomed as a 
man who has laboured for the pleasure of others, 
and who is able to enlarge our knowledge and rec- 
tify our opinions ; but when the volume is opened, 
nothing is found but such general accounts as leave 
no distinct idea behind them, or such minute enu- 
merations as few can read with either profit or de- 
light. 

Every writer of travels should consider, that, like 
all other authors, he undertakes either to instruct or 
please, or to mingle pleasure with instruction. He 
that instructs, must offer to the mind something to be 
imitated, or something to be avoided ; he that pleases 
must offer new images to his reader, and enable him 
to form a tacit comparison of his own state with that 
of others. 

The greater part of travellers tell nothing, be- 
cause their method of travelling supplies them with 
nothing to be told. He that enters a town at night 
and surveys it in the morning, and then hastens 
away to another place, and guesses at the manners 
of the inhabitants by the entertainment which his 
inn afforded him, may please himself for a time with 
a hasty change of scenes, and a confused remem- 
brance of palaces and churches ; he may gratify his 
eye with a variety of landscapes, and regale his pa- 
late with a succession of vintages : but let him be 
contented to please himself without endeavouring to 
disturb others. Why should he record excursions 
by which nothing could be learned, or wish to make 
a show of knowdedge, which, without some power of 
intuition unknown to other mortals, he never could 
attain ? 

Of those who crowd the world with their itine- 
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raries, some have no other purpose than to describe 
the face of the country ; those who sit idle at home, 
and are curious to know what is done or suffered in 
distant countries, may be informed by one of these 
wanderers, that on a ceitain day he set out early 
with a caravan, and in the first hour’s march saw, 
towards the south, a hill covered with trees, then 
passed over a stream, which ran northward with a 
swift course, but which is probably dry in the sum- 
mer months : that an hour after he saw something 
to the right which looked at a distance like a castle 
with towers, but which he discovered afterward to 
be a craggy rock ; that he then entered a valley, in 
which he saw several trees tall and flourishing, wa- 
tered by a rivulet not marked in the maps, of which 
he was not able to learn the name ; that the road 
afterward grew stony, and the country uneven, where 
lie observed among the hdls many hollows worn by 
torrents, and was told that the road was passable 
only part of the year ; that going on they found the 
remains of a building, once, perhaps, a fortiess to se- 
cure the pass, or to restrain the robbers, of which 
the present inhabitants can give no other account 
than that it is haunted by fairies ; that they went to 
dine at the foot of a rock, and travelled the rest of 
the day along the banks of a river, from which the 
road turned aside towards evening, and brought 
them within sight of a village, which was once a 
considerable town, but which afforded them neither 
good victuals nor commodious lodging. 

Thus he conducts his reader through wet and dry, 
over rough and smooth, without incidents, without 
reflection : and, if he obtains his company for ano- 
ther day, will dismiss him again at night, equally fa- 
tigued with a like succession of rocks and streams, 
mountains and ruins. 

This is the common style of those sons of enter- 
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prise, who visit savage countries, and range through 
solitude and desolation ; who pass a desert, and tell 
that it is sandy ; who cross a valley, and find that it 
is green. There are others of more delicate sensi- 
bility, that visit only the realms of elegance and soft- 
ness ; that wander through Italian palaces, and 
amuse the gentle reader with catalogues of pictures; 
that hear masses in magnificent churches, and recount 
the number of the pillars or variegations of the pave- 
ment. And there are yet others, who, in disdain of 
trifles, copy inscriptions elegant and rude, ancient 
and modern ; and transcribe into their book the walls 
of every edifice, sacred or civil. He that reads these 
books must consider his labour as its own reward; for 
he will find nothing on which attention can fix, or 
which memory can retain. 

He that would travel for the entertainment of 
others, should remember that the great object of re- 
mark is human life. Every nation has something 
particular in its manufactures, its works of genius, 
its medicines, its agriculture, its customs, and its po- 
licy. He only is a useful traveller, who brings home 
something by which his country may be benefited ; 
who procures some supply of want, or some mitiga- 
tion of evil, which may enable his readers to com- 
pare their condition with that of others, to improve 
it whenever it is worse, and whenever it is better to 
enjoy it. 


SATURDAY, MARCH 1, 1760. 


^ To THE Idler. 

• SIR, 

‘ I AM the daughter of a gentleman, who during his 
lifetime enjoyed a small income which arose from a 
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pension from the court, by which he was enabled to 
live in a genteel and comfortable manner. 

By the situation of life in which he was placed, he 
was frequently introduced into the company of those 
of much greater fortunes than his own, among whom 
he was always leceived with complaisance, and treated 
with civility. 

^ At six years of age I was sent to a boarding-school 
in the country, at which I continued till my father’s 
death. This melancholy event happened at a time 
when I was by no means of sufiicient age to manage 
for myself, while the passions of youth continued 
unsubdued, and before experience could guide my 
sentiments or my actions. 

^ I was then taken from school by an uncle, to the 
care of whom my father had committed me on his 
dying bed. With him I lived several years ; and as 
he was unmarried, the management of his family was 
committed to me. In this character I always endea- 
voured to acquit myself, if not with applause, at 
least without censure. 

^ At the age of twenty-one, a young gentleman of 
some fortune paid his addresses to me, and offered me 
terms of marriage. This proposal I should readily 
have accepted, because from vicinity of residence, 
and from many opportunities of observing his beha- 
viour, I had in some sort contracted an affection for 
him. My uncle, for what reason I do not know, re- 
fused his consent to this alliance, though it would 
have been complied with by the father of the young 
gentleman : and as the future condition of my life 
was wholly dependant on him, I was not willing to 
disoblige him, and therefore, though unwillingly, de- 
clined the offer. 

' My uncle, who possessed a plentiful fortune, fre- 
quently hinted to me in conversation, that at his death 
I should be provided fvir in such a manner that I 
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should be able to make my future life comfortable 
and happy. As this promise was often repeated, I 
was the less anxious about any piovision for myself. 
In a short time my uncle was taken ill, and though 
all possible means were made use of for his recovery, 
in a few days he died. 

^ The sorrow arising from the loss of a relation, by 
whom I had been always treated with the greatest 
kindness, however grievous, was not the worst of my 
misfortunes. As he enjoyed an almost uninterrupted 
state of health, he was the less mindful of his disso- 
lution, and died intestate; by which means his whole 
fortune devolved to a nearer relation, the heir at law. 

* Thus excluded from all hopes of living in the 
manner with which I have so long flattered myself, I 
am doubtful what method I shall take to procure a 
decent maintenance. I have been educated in a 
manner that lias set me above a state of servitude, 
and my situation renders me unfit for the company 
of those with whom I have hitherto conversed. But, 
though disappointed in my expectations, I do not de- 
spair. I will hope that assistance may still be ob- 
tained for imocent distress, and that friendship, 
though rare, is yet not impossible to be found. 

I am, Sir, your humble servant, 

Sophia Heedful.’ 


W 99. SATURDAY, MARCH 8, 1760. 


As Ortognil of Basra was one day wandering along 
the streets of Bagdat, musing on the varieties of 
merchandise which the shops offered to his view, and 
observing the different occupations which busied the 
iniiltiiudes on every side, he was awakened from the 
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tranquillity of meditation by a crowd that obstructed 
his passage. He raised his eyes, and saw the chief 
vizier, who having returned from the divan, was en- 
tering his palace. 

Ortogrul mingled with the attendants, and being 
supposed to have some petition for the vizier, was 
permitted to enter. He surveyed the spaciousness 
of the apartments, admired the walls hung with gol- 
den tapestry, and the floors covered with silken car- 
pets, and despised the simple neatness of his own 
little habitation. 

‘ Surely,' said he to himself, ‘ this palace is the seat 
of happiness, where pleasure succeeds to pleasure, 
and discontent and sorrow can have no admission. 
Whatever nature has provided for the delight of 
sense, is here spread forth to be enjoyed. What 
can mortals hope or imagine, which the master of 
this palace has not obtained? The dishes of luxury 
cover his table, the voice of harmony lulls him in his 
bowers ; he breathes the fragrance of the groves of 
Java, and sleeps upon the down of the cygnets of 
Ganges. He speaks, and his mandate is obeyed ; 
he wishes, and his wish is gratified; all whom lie 
sees obey him, and all whom he hears flatter him. 
How different Ortogrul, is thy condition, who art 
doomed to the perpetual torments of unsatisfied de- 
sire, and who has no amusement in thy power that 
can withhold thee from thy own reflections I They 
tell thee that thou art wise ; but what does wisdom 
avail with poverty ? None will flatter the poor, and 
the wise have very little power of flattering them- 
selves. That man is surely the most wretched of the 
sons of wretchedness, who lives with his own faults 
and follies always before him, who has none to re- 
concile him to himself by praise and veneration. I 
have long sought content, and have not found it ; I 
will from this moment endeavour to be rich.' 
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Full of his new resolution, he shuts himself in his 
chamber for six months, to deliberate how he should 
grow rich : he sometimes proposed to offer himself 
as a counsellor to one of the kings of India, and 
sometimes resolved to dig for diamonds in the mines 
of Golconda. One day, after some hours passed in 
violent fluctuation of opinion, sleep insensibly seized 
him in his chair ; he dreamed that he was ranging a 
desert country in search of some one that might teach 
him to grow rich ; and as he stood on the top of a 
hill shaded with cypress, in doubt whether to direct 
his steps, his father appeared on a sudden standing 
before him. ‘ Ortogrul,’ said the old man, I know 
thy perplexity ; listen to thy father ; turn thine eye 
on the opposite mountain.' Ortogrul looked, and 
saw a torrent tumbling down the rocks, roaring with 
the noise of thunder, and scattering its foam on the 
impending woods. ‘ Now,' said his father, ^ behold 
the valley that lies between the hills.’ Ortogrul 
looked, and espied a little well, out of which issued 
a small rivulet. ^ Tell me now,’ said his father, 
^ dost thou wish for sudden affluence, that may pour 
upon thee like the mountain torrent, or for a slow 
and gradual increase, resembling the rill glidingfrom 
the well V — ‘ Let me be quickly rich,’ said Ortogrul ; 
^ let the golden stream be quick and violent.’ — 
^ Look round thee,’ said his father, * once again.’ 
Ortogrul looked, and perceived the channel of the 
torrent dry and dusty; but following the rivulet 
from the well, he traced it to a wide lake, which the 
supply, slow and constant, kept always full. He 
waked, and determined to grow rich by silent profit 
and persevering industry. 

Having sold his patrimony, he engaged in mer- 
chandise, and in twenty years purchased lauds, on 
which he raised a house, equal in sumptuousness to 
that of the vizier, to which he invited all the minis- 
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ters of pleasure, expecting to enjoy, all the felicity 
which he had imagined riches able to afford. Leisure 
soon made him weary of himself, and he longed to 
be persuaded that he was great and happy. He 
was courteous and liberal ; he gave all that approach- 
ed him hopes of pleasing him, and all who should 
please him hopes of being rewarded. Every art of 
praise was tried, and every source of adulatory fic- 
tion was exhausted, Ortogrul heard his flatterers 
without delight, because he found himself unable to 
believe them. His own heart told him its frailties, 
his own understanding reproached him with his 
faults. ‘ How long,’ said he, with a deep sigh, ‘ have I 
been labouring in vain to amass wealth which at last 
is useless ! Let no man hereafter wish to be rich, 
who is already too wise to be flattered.’ 


100. SATURDAY, MARCH 15, 1760, 


^ To THE Idler. 

*STR, 

* The uncertainty and defects of language have pro- 
duced very frequent complaints among the learned; 
yet there still remain many words among us unde- 
fined, which are very necessary to be rightly under- 
stood, and which produce very mischievous mistakes 
when they are erroneously interpreted, 

* I lived in a state of celibacy beyond the usual 
time. In the hurry first of pleasure, and afterward 
of business, I felt no want of a domestic companion ; 
but becoming weary of labour, I soon grew more 
weary of idleness, and thought it reasonable to follow 
the custom of life, and to seek some solace of my 
cares in female tenderness, and some amusement of 
my leisure in female cheerfulness. 
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‘ The choice which has been long delayed is com- 
monly made at last with great caution. My reso- 
lution was, to keep my passions neutral, and to 
marry only in compliance with my reason. I drew 
upon a page of my pocket-book a scheme of all fe- 
male virtues and vices, with the vices which border 
upon every virtue, and the virtues which are allied to 
every vice. I considered that wit was sarcastic, and 
magnanimity imperious ; that avarice was economi- 
cal, and ignorance obsequious ; and having estimated 
the good and evil of every quality, employed my 
own diligence, and that of my friends, to find the 
lady in whom nature and reason had reached that 
happy mediocrity which is equally remote from exu- 
berance and deficience. 

Every woman had her admirers and her censurers ; 
and the expectations which one raised were by an- 
other quickly depressed ; yet there was one in whose 
favour almost all suffrages concurred. Miss Gentle 
was universally allowed to be a good sort of woman. 
Her fortune was not large, but so prudently ma- 
naged, that she wore finer clothes, and saw more 
company, than many who were known to be twice 
as rich. Miss Gentle's visits were every where wel- 
come; and whatever family she favoured with her 
company, she always left behind her such a degree 
of kindness as recommended her to others. Every 
day extended her acquaintance ; and all who knew 
her declared that they never met with a better sort 
of woman. 

^ To Miss Gentle I made my addresses, and was 
received with great equality of temper. She did not 
in the days of courtship assume the privilege of im- 
posing rigorous commands, or resenting slight of- 
fences. If I forgot any of her injunctions, I was 
gently reminded ; if I missed the minute of appoint- 
ment, I was easily forgiven. I foresaw nothing m 
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marriage but a halcyon calm, and longed for the 
happiness which was to be found in the inseparable 
society of a good sort of woman. 

^ The jointure was soon settled by the intervention 
of friends, and the day came in which Miss Gentle 
was made mine for ever. The first month was 
passed easily enough in receiving and repaying the 
civilities of our friends. The bride practised with 
great exactness all the niceties of ceiemony, and 
distributed her notice in the most punctilious pro- 
portions to the friends who surrounded us with their 
happy auguries. 

‘ But the time soon came when we were left to 
ourselves, and were to receive our pleasures from 
each other, and I then began to perceive that I was 
not formed to be much delighted by a good sort of 
woman. Her great principle is, that the orders of a 
family must not be broken. Every hour of the day 
has its employment inviolably appropriated ; nor 
will any importunity persuade her to walk in the gar- 
den at the time which she has devoted to her needle- 
work, or to sit up stairs in that part of the forenoon 
which she has accustomed herself to spend in the 
back parlour. She allows herself to sit half an hour 
after breakfast, and an hour after dinner ; while I 
am talking or reading to her, she keeps her eye upon 
her watch, and when the minute of departure comes, 
will leave an argument unfinished, or the intrigue of 
a play unravelled. She once called me to supper 
when I was watching an eclipse, and summoned me 
at another time to bed when I was going to give 
directions at a fire. 

‘ Her conversation is so habitually cautious, that 
she never talks to me but in general terms, as to one 
whom it is dangerous to trust. For discriminations 
of character she has no names : all whom she men- 
tions are honest men and agreeable women. She 
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ismiles not by sensation, but by practice. Her laugh- 
ter is never excited but by a joke, and her notion of a 
joke is not very delicate. The repetition of a good 
joke does not weaken its effect; if she has laughed 
once, she will laugh again. 

^ She is an enemy to nothing but ill-nature and 
pride ; but she has frequent reason to lament that 
they are so frequent in the world. All who are not 
equally pleased with the good and the bad, with the 
elegant and gross, with the witty and the dull, all who 
distinguish excellence from defect, she considers as 
ill-natured ; and she condemns as proud all who re- 
press impertinence or quell presumption, or expect 
respect from any other eminence than that of fortune, 
to which she is always willing to pay homage. 

‘ There are none whom she openly hates, for if 
once she suffers, or believes herself to suffer, any 
contempt or insult, she never dismisses it from her 
mind, but takes all opportunities to tell how easily 
she can forgive. There are none whom she loves 
much better than others ; for when any of her ac- 
quaintance decline in the opinion of the world, she 
always finds it inconvenient to visit them; her affec- 
tion continues unaltered, but it is impossible to be 
intimate with the whole town. 

‘ She daily exercises her benevolence by pitying 
every misfortune that happens to every family within 
her circle of notice ; she is in hourly terrors lest one 
should catch cold in the rain, and another be frighted 
by the high wind. Her charity she shews by la- 
menting that so many poor wretches should languish 
in the streets, and by wondering what the great can 
think on that they do so little good with such large 
estates. 

^ Her house is elegant, and her table dainty, 
though she has little taste of elegance, and is wholly 
free from vicious luxury; but she comforts herself 
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that nobody can say that her house is dirty, or that 
her dishes are not well drest. 

^ Tlijs, Mr. Idler, I have found by long experience 
to be the character of a good sort of woman, which 
I have sent you for the information of those by whom 
a good sort of womaii, and a good woman, may happen 
to be used as equivalent terms, and who may suffer 
by the mistake, like 

Your humble servant, 

Tim Warner/ 


N" 101. SATURDAY, MARCH 22, 1760. 


Omar, the son of Hassan, had passed seventy-five 
years in honour and prosperity. The favour of three 
successive califfs had filled his house with gold and 
silver ; and whenever he appeared, the benedictions 
of the people proclaimed his passage. 

Terrestrial happiness is of short continuance. The 
brightness of the flame is wasting its fuel; the 
fragrant flower is passing away in its own odours. 
The vigour of Omar began to fail, the curls of 
beauty fell from his head, strength departed from 
his hands, and agility from his feet. He gave back 
to the califfthe keys of trust and the seals of secrecy; 
and sought no other pleasure for the remains of life 
than the converse of the wise, and the gratitude of 
the good. 

The powers of his mind were yet unimpaired. His 
chamber was filled by visitants, eager to catch the 
dictates of experience, and officious to pay the tri- 
bute of admiration. Calcd, the son of the viceroy 
of Egypt, entered every day early, and retired late. 
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He was beautiful and eloquent ; Omar admired his 
wic and loved his docility. Tell me/ said Caled, 
« thou to whose voice nations have listened, and whose 
wisdom is known to the extiemities of Asia, tell me 
how I may resemble Omar the prudent. The arts by 
which you have gained power and preserved it, are 
to you no longer necessary or useful ; impart to me 
the secret of your conduct, and teach me the plan 
upon which your wisdom has built your fortune/ 

^ Young man,’ said Omar, ‘ it is of little use to form 
plans of life. When I took my first survey of the 
world, in my twentieth year, having considered the 
various conditions of mankind, in the hour of soli- 
tude I said thus to myself, leaning against a cedar 
which spread its branches over my head : Seventy 
years are allowed to man ; I have yet fifty remain- 
ing ; ten years I will allot to the attainment of know- 
ledge, and ten I will pass in foreign countries ; I 
shall be learned, and therefore shall be honoured; 
every city will shout at my arrival, and every stu- 
dent will solicit my friendship. Twenty years thus 
passed will store my mind with images which I shall 
be busy through the rest of my life in combining 
and comparing. I shall revel in inexhaustible accu- 
mulations of intellectual riches; I shall find new 
pleasures for every moment, and shall never more 
be weary of myself. I will, however, not deviate too 
far from the beaten track of life, but will try what 
can be found in female delicacy. I will marry a 
wife beautiful as the Houries, and wise as Zobeide; 
with her I will live twenty years within the suburbs 
of Bagdat, in every pleasure that wealth can pur- 
chase, and fancy can invent. I will then retire to a 
rural dwelling, pass my last days in obscurity and 
contemplation, and lie silently down on the bed of 
death. Through my life it shall be my settled reso- 
lution, that 1 will never depend upon the smile of 
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princes ; that I will never stand exposed to the arti- 
fices of courts ; I will never pant for public honours^ 
nor disturb my quiet with afiairs of state. Such 
was my scheme of life, which I impressed indelibly 
upon my memory. 

‘ The first part of my ensuing time was to be spent 
in search of knowledge ; and 1 know not how I was 
diverted from my design. I had no visible impedi- 
ments without, nor any ungovernable passions within. 
I regarded knowledge as the highest honour and the 
most engaging pleasure ; yet day stole upon day, 
and month glided after month, till I found that seven 
years of the first ten had vanished, and left nothing 
behind them. I now postponed my purpose of tra- 
velling ; for why should I go abroad while so much 
remained to be learned at borne ? I immured myself 
for four years, and studied the laws of the empire. 
The fame of my skill reached the judges; I was 
found able to speak upon doubtful questions, and 
was commanded to stand at the footstool of the califf, 
I was heard with attention, I was consulted with 
confidence, and the love of praise fastened on my 
heart. 

‘ I still wished to see distant countries, listened with 
rapture to the relations of travellers, and resolved 
some time to ask my dismission, that I might feast 
my soul with novelty ; but my presence w'as always 
necessary, and the stream of business hurried me 
along. Sometimes I was afraid lest I should be 
charged with ingratitude; but I still proposed to 
travel, and therefore would not confine myself by 
marriage. 

‘ In my fiftieth year I began to suspect that the time 
of travelling was past, and thought it best to lay hold 
on the felicity yet in my power, and indulge myself 
in domestic pleasures. But at fifty no man easily 
finds a woman beautiful as the Houries, and wise 



IDLER, 


102 . 


329 


Zobeide, I inquired aud rejected, consulted and 
deliberaied, till the sixty-second year made me 
ashamed of gazing upon girls. I had now nothing 
left but retirement, and for retirement I never found 
a time, till disease forced me from public employ- 
ment. 

Such was my scheme, and such has been its con- 
sequence. With an insatiable thirst for knowledge, 
I trifled away the years of improvement ; with a 
restless desire of seeing different countries, i have 
always resided in the same city ; with the highest 
expectation of connubial felicity, I have lived un- 
married ; and with unalterable resolutions of con- 
templative retirement, 1 am going to die within the 
walls of Bagdat.’ 


N" 102. SATURDAY, MARCH 29, 1760. 


It very seldom happens to man that his business is 
his pleasui'e. What is done from necessity is so 
often to be done when against the present inclina- 
tion, and so often fills the mind with anxiety, that an 
habitual dislike steals upon us, and we shrink invo- 
luntarily from the remembrance of our task. This 
is the reason why almost every one wishes to quit 
his employment ; he does not like another state, but 
is disgusted with his own. 

From this unwillingness to perform more than is 
required of that which is commonly performed with 
reluctance, it proceeds that few authors write their 
own lives. Statesmen, courtiers, ladies, generals, 
and seamen, have given to the world their own sto- 
ries, and the events with which their different sta‘“ 
lions have made them acquainted. They retired to 
2f 3 



IDLER. 


aso 


102 . 


the closet as to a place of quiet and amusement, and 
pleased themselves with writing, because they could 
lay down the pen whenever they were weary. But 
the author, however conspicuous, or however im- 
portant, either in the public eye or in his own, leaves 
his life to he related by his successors, for he can- 
not gratify his vanity hut by sacrificing his ease. 

It is commonly supposed that the uniformity of a 
studious life affords no matter for narration ; but the 
truth is, that of the most studious life a great part 
passes without study. An author partakes of the 
common condition of humanity ; he is born and mar- 
ried like another man; he has hopes and fears, ex- 
pectations and disappointments, piefsand joys, and 
friends and enemies, like a courtier or a statesman ; 
nor can I conceive why his affairs should not excite 
curiosity, as much as the whisper of a drawing-room, 
or the factions of a camp. 

Nothing detains the reader’s attention more pow- 
erfully than deep involutions of distress, or sudden 
vicissitudes of fortune ; and these might be abun- 
dantly afforded by memoirs of the sons of literature. 
They are entangled by contracts which they know not 
how to fulfil, and obliged to write on subjects which 
they do not understand. .Every publication is a new 
period of time, from which some increase or declen- 
sion of fame is to be reckoned. The gradations of 
a hero’s life are from battle to battle, and of an au- 
thor’s from book to book. 

Success and miscarriage have the same effects in 
all conditions. The prosperous are feared, hated 
and flattered ; and the unfortunate avoided, pitied, 
and despised. No sooner is a book published than 
the writer may judge of the opinion of the world. If 
his acquaintance press round him in public places, 
or salute him from the other side of tlie street ; if 
invitations to dinner come thick upon him, and those 
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with whom he dines keep him to supper; if the la- 
dies turn to him when his coat is plain, and the foot- 
men serve him with attention and alacrity ; he may 
be sure that his work has been praised by some 
leader of literary fashions. 

Of declining leputation the symptoms are not less 
easily observed. If the author enters a coffee-house 
he has a box to himself ; if he calls at a bookseller’s, 
the boy turns his back; and, what is the most fatal 
of all prognostics, authors will visit him in a morning, 
and talk to him hour after hour of the malevolence 
of critics, the neglect of merit, the bad taste of the 
age, and the candour of posterity. 

All this, modified and varied by accident and 
custom, would form very amusing scenes of biogra- 
phy, and might recreate many a mind which is very 
little delighted with conspiracies or battles, intrigues 
of a court, or debates of a parliament ; to this might 
be added all the changes of the countenance of a pa- 
tron, traced from the first glow which flattery raises 
in his cheek, through ardour of fondness^ vehemence 
of promise, magnificence ofpiaise, excuse of delay, 
and lamentation of inability, to the last chill look of 
final dismission, when the one grows weary of so- 
liciting, and the other of hearing solicitation. 

Thus copious are the materials which have been 
hitherto suffered to lie neglected, while the reposi- 
tories of every family that has produced a soldier or 
a minister are ransacked, and libraries are crowded 
with useless folios of state papers which will never 
be read, and w^hich contribute nothing to valuable 
knowledge. 

I hope the learned 'will be taught to know their 
own strength and their value, and, instead of de- 
voting their lives to the honour of those who seldom 
thank them for their labours, resolve at last to do jus- 
tice to themselves. 
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Respicere ad long® jussit spatia ultima vit® — Juv. 

Much of the pain and pleasure of mankind arises 
from the conjectures which every one makes of the 
thoughts of others : we all enjoy praise which we do 
not hear, and resent contempt which we do not see. 
The Idler may therefore be forgiven, if he suffers his 
imagination to represent to him what his readers will 
say or think, when they are informed that they have 
now his last paper in their hands. 

Value is more frequently raised by scarcity than 
by use. That which lay neglected when it was com- 
mon, rises in estimation as its quantity becomes less. 
We seldom learn the true want of what we have, till 
it is discovered that we can have no more. 

This essay will, perhaps, be read with care even 
by those who have not yet attended to any other ; 
and he that finds this late attention recompensed, 
will not forbear to wish that he had bestowed it 
sooner. 

Though the Idler and his readers have contracted 
no close friendship, they are perhaps both unwilling 
to part. There are few things not purely evil, of 
which we can say, without some emotion of uneasi- 
ness, Hhis is the last.’ Those who never could agree 
together, shed tears when mutual discontent has de- 
termined them to final separation ; of a place which 
has been frequently visited, though without pleasure, 
the last look is taken with heaviness of heart ; and 
the Idler, with all his dullness of tranquillity, is not 
wholly unaffected by the thought that his last essay 
is now before him. 
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This secret horror of the last is inseparable from 
a thinking being, whose life is limited, and to whom 
death is dreadful. We always make a secret com- 
parison between a part and the whole ; the termina- 
tion of any period of life reminds us, that life itself 
has likewise its termination ; when we have done any 
thing for the last time, we involuntarily reflect that 
a part of the days allotted ns is past, and that as 
more are past there are less remaining. 

It is very happily and kindly provided, that in 
every life theie are certain pauses and interruptions, 
which force consideration upon the careless, and 
seriousness upon the light; points of time where one 
course of action ends, and another begins ; and by 
vicissitudes of fortune, or alteration of employment, 
by change of place or loss of friendship, we are 
forced to say of something, ‘ this is the last.’ 

An even and unvaiied tenour of life always hides 
from our apprehension the approach of its end. 
Succession is not perceived but by variation ; he that 
lives to-day as he lived yesterday, and expects that 
as the present day is, such will be the morrow, easily 
conceives time as running in a circle and returning 
to itself. The uncertainty of our duration is im- 
pressed commonly by dissimilitude of condition ; it 
is only by finding life changeable that we are re- 
minded of its shortness. 

This conviction, however forcible at every new 
impression, is every moment fading from the mind ; 
and partly by the inevitable incursion of new images, 
and partly by voluntary exclusion of unwelcome 
thoughts, we are again exposed to the universal fal- 
lacy ; and we must do another thing for the last 
time, before we consider that the time is nigh when 
we shall do no more. 

As the last Idler is published in that solemn week 
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which the Christian world has always set apart for 
the examination of the conscience, the review of life, 
the extinction of earthly desires, and the renovation 
of holy purposes ; I hope that my readers are al- 
ready disposed to view every incident with serious- 
ness, and improve it by meditation ; and that when 
they see this series of trifles brought to a conclusion, 
they will consider that, by outliving the Idler, they 
have passed weeks, months, and years, which are 
now no longer in their power ; that an end must in 
time be put to every thing great as to every thing 
little ; that to life must come its last hour, and to 
this system of being its last day, the hour at which 
probation ceases, and repentance will be vain ; the 
day in which every work of the hand, and imagina- 
tion of the heart, shall be brought to judgment, and 
an everlasting futurity shall be determined by the 
past. 




Many naturalists are of opinion, that the animals 
which we commonly consider as mute, have the 
power of imparting their thoughts to one another. 
That they can express general sensations is very 
certain : every being that can utter sounds has a 
different voice for pleasure and for pain. The hound 
informs his fellows when he scents his game : the hen 
calls her chickens to their food by her cluck, and 
drives them from danger by her scream. 

* This was the original No. %% but on the rcpublication of the 
work in volumes, Dr. Johnson substituted what now stands under 
that head. 
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Birds have the greatest variety of notes; they have 
indeed a variety, which seems almost sufficient to 
make a speech adequate to the purposes of a life, 
which is regulated by instinct, and can admit little 
change or improvement. To the cries of birds 
curiosity or superstition has been always attentive ; 
many have studied the language of the feathered 
tribes, and some have boasted that they under- 
stood it. 

The most skilful or most confident interpreters of 
the sylvan dialogues, have been commonly found 
among the philosophers of the east, in a country 
where the calmness of the air, and the mildness of 
the seasons, allow the student to pass a great part 
of the year in groves and bowers. But what may 
be done in one place by peculiar opportunities, may 
be performed in another by peculiar diligence. A 
shepherd of Bohemia has, by long abode in the 
forests, enabled himself to understand the voice of 
birds ; at least he relates with great confidence a 
story, of which the credibility is left to be considered 
by the learned. 

As I was sitting,^ said he, ^ within a hollow rock, 
and watching my sheep that fed in the valley, I 
heard two vultures interchangeably crying on the 
summit of a cliff. Both voices were earnest and 
deliberate. My curiosity prevailed over the care of 
the flock; I climbed slowly and silently from crag to 
crag, concealed among the shrubs, till I found a 
cavity where I might sit and listen without suffering, 
or giving disturbance. 

‘ I soon perceived that my labour would be well 
repaid, for an old vulture was sitting on a naked pro- 
minence, with her young about her, whom she was 
instructingin the arts of a vulture’s life, and preparing 
by the last lecture, for their final dismission to the 
mountains and the skies. ^ 
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My children/ said the old vulture, * you will the 
less want my instructions, because you have had my 
practice before your eyes; you have seen me snatch 
from the farm the household fowl, you have seen me 
seize the leveret m the bush, and the kid in the pas- 
ture ; you know how to fix your talons, and how to 
balance your flight when you are laden with your 
prey. But you remember the taste of more delicious 
food. I have often regaled you with the flesh of man/ 
^ Tell us/ said the young vultures, ^ where man may 
be found, and how he may be known; his flesh is 
surely the natural food of a vulture. Why have you 
never brought a man in your talons to the nest? ' — 
^ He is too bulky said the mother ; ^ when we find 
a man we can only tear away his flesh, and leave his 
bones upon the ground.' — ‘ Since man is so big,' 
said the young ones, * how do you kill him ? You 
are afraid of the wolf and of the bear, by what power 
are vultures superior to man ! Is man more defence- 
less than a sheep? ' — ‘ We have not the strength of 
man/ returned the mother, ‘ and I am sometimes in 
doubt whether we have the subtilty ; and the vultures 
would seldom feast upon his flesh, had not nature, 
that devoted him to our uses, infused into him a 
strange ferocity, which I have never observed in any 
other being that feeds upon the earth. Two herds 
of men will often meet, and shake the earth with 
noise, and fill the earth with fire. When you hear 
noise, and see fire, with flashes along the ground, 
hasten to the place with your swiftest wing, for men 
are surely destroying one another ; you will then find 
the ground smoking with blood, and covered with 
carcasses, of which many are dismembered, and 
mangled for the convenience of the vulture.' — ^ But 
when men have killed their prey,' said the pupil, 

^ why do they not eat it ? When the wolf has killed 
a sheep, he suffers not the vulture to touch it till he 
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has satisfied himself. Is not man another kind of 
wolf?^ — ^ Man/ said the mother, ^ is the only beast 
who kills that which he does not devour, and this qua- 
lity makes him so much a benefactor to our species/ — 
^ If men kill our prey, and lay it in our way/ said the 
young one, ^ what need shall we have of labouring 
for ourselves ? ” — ‘ Because man will, sometimes,' re- 
plied the mother, ‘ remain for a long time quiet in 
his den. The old vultures will tell you when you are 
to watch his motions. When you see men in great 
numbers moving close together, like a flight of storks, 
you may conclude that they are hunting, and that you 
will soon revel in human blood.’ — ‘ But still,' said the 
young one, ‘ I would gladly know the reason of this 
mutual slaughter. I could never kill what I could 
not eat.’ — ‘ My child/ said the mother, ‘ this is a 
question which I cannot answer, though I am reck- 
oned the most subtile bird of the mountain. When 
I was young I used frequently to visit the ayry of an 
old vulture, who dwelt upon the Carpathian rocks ; 
he had made many observations : he knew the places 
that afforded prey round his habitation, as far in 
every direction as the strongest wing can fly between 
the rising and setting of the summer sun; he had fed 
year after year on the entrails of men. His opinion 
was, that men had only the appearance of animal life, 
being really vegetables with a power of motion ; and 
that as the boughs of an oak are dashed together by 
the storm, that swine may fatten upon the fallen 
acorns, so men are by some unaccountable power 
driven one against another, till they lose their motion, 
that vultures may be fed. Others think they have 
observed something of contrivance and policy among 
these mischievous beings ; and those that hover more 
closely round them, pretend, that there is, in every 
herd, one that gives directions to the rest, and seems 
xxxin, 2 G 
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to be more eminently delighted with a wide carnage. 
What it is that entitles him to such pre-eminence we 
know not : he is seldom the biggest or the swiftest, 
but he shews by his eagerness and diligence that he 
is, more than any of the others, a friend to the vul- 
tures. 


END OF VOL. XXXIII, 
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